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HOOLEY HANDLED 


N 1947, a destitute old man died in 

a cheap lodging house m the small 
town of Long Eaton, Derbyshire. 
Eighty-seven years before, he had 
been born эз that same town. He 
had returned there to die 

In the interim, more than 
2100, 000 000 had passed ihrourh his 
hands Over two years, in his hayday 
in the 1890s, he had pocketed 
£7,000,900 as personal profit. 

His name was a household word 
throughout England. He was a friend 
of King Edward VIL He owned a 
country estate in Derbyshire, another 
in Cambridgeshire, s town house m. 
Mayfair, a brace of yachts. 

The greatest and most successful 
of all company promoters, his name 
was Ernest Terah Hooley. He was а 
financial genius, a maker of milhons, 
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MILLIONS 


eae WA Sty умп 
= Wake of virent te m 
t 


PETER HAKOEAVEE 


but he was also a crook Не ved 
through the gullibihty of ihe "mugs" 
who invested end lost in his alluring 
wildcat swindles 

He was the son of a humble lace- 
maker, For a time he followed that 
trade bamself Eventually be left his 
3ü-sbiltngs-a-week job to trade an 
Teal estate m nearby Nottingham He 
was energetic and shrewd and had и 
flar for property deals thot brought 
mm guck profit. 

He tumed to company promoting. 
His modus operandl was simple—but 
iis efücacy had bean proven by 
countless sharks and is still heme 
demonstrated. 

It consisted, first, of the purchase of 
a small company 

A bigger company, with s 
high-sounding name, was then floated 


to purchase tha first company from 
Hooley and his clique at a price many 
iunes what they had paid for it The 
price was pad by the issue of shares 
in the new company. 

Hooley’s problem was now to un- 
losd these shares on the public and 
collect bis profit in cash. This was 
accomplished by some devious jug- 
gling of the books to show a profit, 
from which а dividend was paid to 
dangle as Ьай before prospective 
"mugs" 

To help the fraud slong, a whisper- 
ing eampelyn waa started in the right 
quarters that the dividend this year 
was only chickenfeed to what it 
would be next year, now that Ernest 
Terah Hooley, the financial boy 
wonder, was on the job. 

From all directions, avid investors 
descended upon the Hooley offices 
to "get in on the ground floor.” 

In а year or so the company would 
fail—very often simply because it was 
being milked dry as managing direc- 
tor Hooley paid himself fat fees and 
bonuses. Hooley would commiserate 
with the downcast shareholders and 
mora often than not talk them into 
trying to recoup them losses by а 
flutter m а new flotation. 


In 1298, Ernest Terah Hooley, de- 
cided that he was too big for Not- 
dngham. He moved to London, a 
hhard-faced young swindler with cold 
eyes and an accumulated £100,000 
which he was determined to build 
into milhons in 2% months he 
floated 26 companies with a total capl- 
tal of 219,000,000. 

Hooleys first big coup was the 
purchase with borrowed money of а 
famous rubber company for £3,000,000. 
Using his old mathods, but on a 
much larger scale, be promoted a new 


company, which bought the old com- 
pany be had acquired for $5,000,000, 
Hooley and lus associates had mada 
a clear profit of £2,000,000—"without 
adding one brick or one machine or 
the capacity to employ s single extra 
workman to tha company's organisa- 
tion.” 

E was the booming 1390's and 
Hooley floated company aftar com- 
pany with amazing rapidity, He ob- 
tainad s quick reputation as а finan- 
cul wizard. The pubhe fell over 
themselves ш a mad rush to subscribe 
milhons for every Hooley flotation. 

One of the first to realise the value 
of personal publicity and the creation 
of s "front" to lure the suckers, 
Hooley disdamed the use of an or- 
dmary office, He engaged an entire 
floor st one of the ктапдег London 
hotels and beld court there like a 
potentate The rant of £10,000 a year 
meant nothing. 

То him flocked financiers, stock- 
brokers, mvestors, journaliste, inven- 
tors and company sharks of all Kinds 
with “interesting propositions.” It is 
эша thet as much as £500 was fre- 
quently paid to one of his underlinge 
for the securing of an interview with 
the tycoon 

Hooley early realised the sttraction 
of shares of small denominations for 
the investor with but s few idle 
pounds He split them down to a 
shilhng Shopmrls and servants, clerks 
and clergyman poured out their 
savings and temporarily became avid 
readers of the newspaper financial 
columns, 

The guinea-pig director, while not 
invented by Ernest Terah Hooley, 
really became a permanent fixture 
of the shady financial scene through 
him. A "guznea-plz", of course, is a 
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tiled personae serving as a director 
of & company merely for the use of 
his name Hie purpose 1s to attract 
class-conseious spinsters and the like 
to dig deep m their stockings, 

In Victorian days, а title was te- 
garded with more awe than it ıs now. 
The "gumea-pigs" were to lull the 
unwary mto the belief thet af xt was 
good enough for His Grace", ıt must 
be good enough for their few pounds, 
Hooley had a set rate for ther ser- 
vices A full-blown duke could al~ 
ways commend £25,000; а marquis or 
an earl was worth £10,000 of Hooley's 
money, = plam, ordinary baronet 
сате comparatively chesply—£5000 

ln his quest for pubherty, Hooley 
entertamed lavishly and poured out 
ИШ for charty, He mixed with the 
bluest bloods of England He bought 
two yachts 

For somewhere to live, Hooley pur- 
chased Papworth, Hall m Cambridge- 
shure A huge estate, it cost bam 
£250,000 in rmproyements Furniture 
secounted for another £40,000 of his 
loot, Smaller expenditures ranged 
from £12,500 for wme to £2,500 for 
laying in а stock of cg ars 

Soon after acquirmy Papworth Hall, 
Hooley became High Sheriff of Cam- 
bndgeshire and reached the pinnacle 
of his success He made a gift of a 
service of gold plate, valued at 
210,000, to the Dean and Chapter of 
Si Paul's Catbedial m honour of 
Queen Victoria's Jubilee 

A baronetey was hinted to be in 
the offimg Hooley thoush it would 
do no ham to help things along a 
little by presenting £100,000 to the 
Conservative Party, 

By now he had begun to mix with 
Royalty The Prince of Wales (ater 
Edward VID invited lum to Sand- 


6 — CAVALCADE, June 1954 


ungham for week-ends He wanted 
Hooley io zom the select coterie of 
mulhonare frends with whom he 
surrounded himself—the Rothschilds, 
Sir Ernest Cassel, Sir John Blundell 
Maple and others 

Hooley micht have impressed the 
Prince, but the others did not take 
to him et ail The Prince noticed their 
cold shoulder and led Hooley over to 
Nathaniel, Lord Rothschild 

‘Natty,’ he вый, "Т want you to 
shake hands with my very particular 
frend, Hooley" 

Rothschild grunted, but as His 
Royal Highness stayed to see he did 
so he had vo choice but to obey 
Ernest Terah Hooley had really "ar- 
Tived" socially 

Within a year however, all had 
come crashing to the ground During 
1898 and 1297, Hooley fioated compan- 
ws with а nomma value of 
230,000,000 and pocketed astronomi- 
cal rake-of]s Financial difficulties, 
nevertheless, were besetting him 

He had to pump money back mto 
many of his concerns to keep them 
alive He was forced to disgorge 
euormous sums in blackmal Не 
made it а policy (and it war а good 
one which kept him out of gaol for 
many yeas) of paying off any share- 
holder who turned nasty and seemed 
likely to cause trouble. His own m- 
credible extravagenee swallowed what 
was left 

The end was meyitable In 1898, 
Ernest Terah Hooley fled his own 
petition of bankruptcy, disclosing 
hisbihies of £150000 The bubble 
һай burst The blue-blooded friends 
who had vied with each other for his 
friendship and “perks” dropped him 
like а bad oyster, 

Hooley did not mmd Ву 1900, sull 


an undischarged bankrupt, he was 
ой azam coaxmg the pubhe to m- 
vest in half а dozen crooked com- 
panies 

But his star had waned somewhat 
Never agam did ba reach the haıghts 
he did m the 1890's But he still 
made money—big money Не had 
lost Papworth Hell and needed 
enother residence His wife pro- 
duced £70,000 to buy а shzhtüy 
smaller property, Risley Hal, m 
Derbyshire 

In 1900 he formed а company to 
exploit a gold concession m Siberia 
which he had received from the 
Russian Czar. Coolly he asked the 
company for one million pounds for 
the right ‘The Russians, to whom he 
had paid £75000, considered this 
profieemng and withdrew his con- 
cession, 

Undeterred with this failure, Hooley 
reached mío bis hat and produced a 
scheme to explort 30 square miles of 
forest land m Newfoundland It was 
followed by а grandiose plan to turn 
z small Enghsh canal for which he 
had paid £10,000 mto a one milhon 
pound promotion, 

These compsmies — snd scores of 
others—kept the wolt from Hooley’s 
door for years As a sideline, be re- 
turned to real estate Soon he was 
puttin through land deals at the rate 
of 1,000,000 a усаг 

As an undischarged bankrupt, such 
earnings should have gone to the 
Official Receiver However, by work- 
ing through a maze of dummies and 
agents, Hooley managed to hang on 
to most of what he made 

His hand lost httle of its cunning 
as he stew older In 1912 he was 
found guilty of obtsmung £2000 by 
false pretences m a property trans- 


schon He served 12 months imprison- 
ment. When he came out he con- 
tnued lus old tricks, thouzh on а 
much reduced scale The law did not 
catch up with him agam until 1922, 
when he was sentenced to three 
years for fraud 

Following his old methods, he pro- 
moied a £14,000 cotton mill mto a 
top-heavy £180,000 company, taking 
a clear profit for himself of £95,000 
in shares The accounts were fixed 
to declare a 33 per cent dividend 
"The shares sky-iocketed Hooley sold 
out all he held and the company 
collapsed. 

After he served his term, he re- 
turned to Risley Hall He managed 
to hold on to this property until he 
was 80, when he was too old to con- 
tinue the sucker hunt m which he 
had been engaged for so lonii 

He returned to Long Eston where 
he was born and hved out hus hfc 
frugally on his meagre savings These 
were all gone and he hed just made 
application for an old age pension 
when death ended his worries 
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| SAW A HUMAN SACRIFICE 


Frozen with horror the terrified giris walted 
for the huge bird to alleht on the victim's bead 


PAUL 1. ILTON 


T SAW e human sacrifice, 1 watched 
in intent horror as а young bx 
was slain, and har warm blood 
offered in sacrifice, In the secret rtea 
of & strange, wild people of the 
Lebanon mountains I saw the balt- 
savage ceremonies of this mysterious, 
primitive sect in their holy cave, 

І was invited, by an Intunate 
friend, to witness this ceremony, o 
member of the sect who waa a pros- 
perous businessman and a scholar, 
аз well Tt was ө Friday morning in 
October when we set out on horse- 
back from Damaseus We rode west- 
ward for about four hours across 
the barren, sparsely inhabited land. 
Wearing the typleal clothing of desert 
dwellers, we appeared like any other 
country travellers. Gradually we 
penetrated ito the foothills of the 
Lebanon mountains. As we entered 
e valley, we were met by & dozen 
horsemen dressed m long white 
xobes and turbans. 


"They greeted us with grave dignity. 
After we dismounted, they served 
us strong Arabic tea and small sweet 
biscuts baked from finely ground 
corn meal. They had а pecubar, salty 
taste whieh I could not identify. 
Later І learned that the biscuits were 
spiced with powdered hashish, an 
intoxicant prepared from hemp. 

My friend introduced me as а mem- 
ber of the sect and scholar from 
Cairo. Не smd that I had remained 


faathful to the sect but that, un- 
fortunately, Y suffered from e grave 
physical affliction’ Iwas a deat muta. 
‘This disguise had been previously ar- 
ranged between us, and I had been 
cautioned not to speak mtelbyentüly, 
under any circumstances, but to use 
my handa to convey my meaning and 
desires, To play my diffleult role 
convincingly, I occasionally made 
guttural, growling sounds, as if try- 
ing to speak. 

We rode deeper into the valley and 
fnaily came to a tent encampment, 
Here we spent the night. Apparently 
my fnend’s introduction had satisfied 
the escort as no further attention was 
paid to me, I was tense and appre 
hensive, however, as I understood 
every word that was spoken. 


By noon of the next day, over a 
thousand people were assembled et 
the encampment A large gong was 
struck and we mounted our animals 
and rode deeper Into the valley. 
Within a few hours we came to the 
mouth of s large eave at whose en- 
trance stood a ;toup of priests 


Entering quietly with the others, 1 
found that we were in a large cav- 
ern some ten feet hich and about 
300 feet m lenrin. The bright sun- 
light oulside seeped in amd filied the 
cave with Frey semi-twilicht In the 
deep, dark recesses, priests held 
smoking torches aloft At the far end 
of the cave I saw s large atone am- 
phore, or Greek urn, on а stone 
pedestal. Three steps Jed up to the 
platform On the top step, directly in 
front of the amphora, was an altar 
stone. fts antique shape was familiar 
to me as Y bad seen others yust like 
it which were known to have bean 
used by the Сапаапйез for their 
blood ancrificea 1 shuddered aa T in- 


stantly recognized Па awful mpnifi- 
cance. 

Around me the membera of the 
sect stood silently in reverential ex- 
pectatton, І experienced a feckng of 
restlessness and, at the same ішпе, € 
rather pleasurable excitement, very 
likely mduced by the hashish-flav- 
oured biscuits. 

After waiting for an hour, a group 
of white-robed priests moved across 
the entrance io the cave, closing It 
with a living wall. 

Suddenly I was startled by a wave 
oi concerted movement at the altar 
A dozen young iris had fled up to 
it and now were standing on the 
bottom step They were dressed im 
Jong flowing gowns They were un- 
veiled, ther clear, youthful faces 
solemn and worshipful. Each one 
held in ber bands a musical mstru- 
ment very much Шке а tambourine, 
Up to this moment the priests had 
neither chanted nor prayed, There 
was only dense silence softly broken 
by the nervous shufflmg of countless 
feet. 


Then I was startled by e sound 
Ike the beating of silken-covered 
drums I looked above the aitar and 
saw scores of large birds coming 
out and flying back and forth in the 
cave, whipping the ar with their 
wines, These birds resembled eagles, 
bemg of a dark-brown colour and 
having a winyspread of nearly three 
feet, In that dim, low-ceilinred cave, 
fymg swiftly over our heads, they 
appeared enormous. 

From behind the altar a тапа 
deep, resonant voice began to spoak 
I hstened intently to catch the words 
but only here and there could I un- 
derstand a phrase. When the voice 
ceased, the birds became silent, too, 
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perching оп the heads and shoulders 
of the priests who guarded the an- 
trance to the cave 


At once tha girls on the altar step 
began to beat their tambourines in 
cadenes with the intonations of the 
priest The chant went on and on, 
seemmyly intermmably, the voice and 
the music growing ever louder and 
louder The erescendo rose to a roar 
that filled the cave, echoing from its 
stone walls Just as the sound be- 
came desfenmg, unbearable, it sud- 
denly stopped. 

The swift transition to silence was 
terrıfyinf; 

After a long moment of silence, 
the madens began to drum ег 
tambourines again in accompanimant 
to a new voice from behind the 
altar. a woman's clear, high soprano 
The chant continued, assertive and 
vibrant 

Agam, abruptly, there was cilence 
I saw that all the people in the 
caye were saying a silent prayer 
After the prayer, the chanting be- 
gan again, but now m а more rapid 
tempo, faster and faster The effect 
on the nerves of this rapidly shouted 
chant, with the words pounded out 
at the top of the lungs was electric 
І was suffused by a most curious 
sensation of recklessness and exeite- 
ment, When I felt that the hypnotic 
thythm would overwhelm me, it 
ended swiftly and I bell agamst the 
wall of the cave, exhausted and 
bathed in cold perspiration 

The priestess ended her prayer, « 
Kong was struck, and the worshippers 
moved slowly out of the eave It was 
night when I smeryed mie the val- 
ley. Food was served to the multi- 
tude. This time the biscuit given to 
each person was large, almost a small 
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loaf It stil had that salty, spicy 
flavour of hashish, hke tbe others 


I was overrunning with questions 
to ask my companion, but I had to 
remain silent and act out my part 
as a deaf mute. After about two 
hours of relaxation, I noficed that 
on a nearby hill a group of priests 
were looking intehtly mio the night 
sky. They were, I saw, Watching the 
constellation Cassiopeia Fmally, 
when the constellation was at the 


richt altitude, the high priest, sur- 


rounded by hie attendants, returned 
to the cave The multitude followed 
and entered the cavern which was 
now, it bemg night, lichted by hun- 
deeds of torches 

Agam the twelve guls stood on 
the lowest step of the altar This time 
they were dressed m a single, trans- 
parant white garment 

Again the whi of wings was 
heard. But this time only one bird 
rose up from behind the altar It 
flew back and forth 1n slow, wheeling 
emcles. Whenever it beaded toward 
the entrance, the guerdian priests 
with them torches drove it back to- 
ward the alter. As the bird flew, the 
tambourmes and the girls and the 
gong beat steadily. There was no 
human volêe. The bird kept fang 
around the cava, desperately search- 
mg for a place to allght while the 
priests continued to wave their fam- 
ing torches, to the accompaniment of 
the savage beating of the song and 
the tambourine: 


The faces of the girls were white 
as chelk, them eyes wide witb terror 
as they followed the great, menacing 
bird, striking their tambourines with 
jerky, staccato movements 

The bud became tired and tried 
to ahght It came down on а ledge of 


rock jutting from the wall close by 
the altar, But the high priest sbrred 
it up with a stick, forcing it to fly 
agan, This was repeated several 
times Once the bird came down on 
the altar stone and waa driven off 
It med to break through the row of 
torches at the entrance but was 
driven back 

Thus contmued for over two hours 
as the audience watched m fascina- 
ton. Finally, with one long swoop, 
the exhausted bird settled down and 
aligbted on the head of one of the 
young girls before the altar. 

Instantly, drums hidden in the 
depths of the cave began to pound 
fiercely, the gong was struck repeat- 
edly. and all of the worshippers be- 
gen to shout and stamp their feet 
m а frantie dance, The priests ex- 
tingwshed ther torches and the cave 
was suddenly enveloped m pitch 
blackness, And aboye the pan- 
demomum of the drums, the gong, 
and the shouting, a piercing scream 
was hesrd like a dagger plunged m- 
to the mantle of darkness 

Tune was mmeasurable, For per- 
haps ten minutes, maybe longer, the 
mad frenzy continued, Then the bed- 
lam died down to less than a whisper, 
The priests around the altar lighted 
their torches, one by one. In the 
fickering, smoky light I saw, Wing 
on the sacrificial altar, the girl on 
whose head the bird had rested 

After I returned safely to Damas- 
cus, І was Ш for three days To me, 
the entire horror of the ritual was 
clear, iis symbolism directly de- 
seended from remotest pagan rites. 
Blood sacrifice, from earhest times, 
has had the deepest significance 
among many peoples. The story of 
Abraham, called to sacrifice his son 


KNOWING HER MAN 


Thay were dressing for a tas- 
tive boll — 
The time was early spring 
He gave his spouse o boostful 
coll · 
book every inch o king ” 
She'd boen his wife for mony 
о year — 
Too long for him to fool 
her — 
Eyang his girth she soid, 
"My deor, 


You look every foot a 
ruler!” 


— RAY-ME 


Isaac, 18 famillar to all, As far back 
аз the First Dynasty m Egypt, five 
thousand years ago, the ancients 
knew of the circulation of the blood 
in the body, and revered it as the 
carrier of lie, that is, of the soul 

At the sume tme, birds were ven- 
erated as symbols of supernatural 
power ‘The bird alone among ani- 
mals, meluding earth-crcepmz man, 
was able to lift itself up to tha 
heavens. Buds dwelt between God 
and men, between heaven snd carth 
The bird was the messenger of God, 
the representative of supreme celes- 
tal power 

The members of the sect whose 
secret ceremony I witnessed based 
their religion on the theory of the 
transmyation of souls and believed 
that the souls of the dead are m 
the birds, hovermg between heaven 
and earth, seeking new bodies to 
enter То propitiate and nourish 
these souls, once each year in this 
high ceremony they offer the birds 
the blood of a wl 
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HORRIS COOPER 


10 


i 


T shot him and he 
went blind Now айе! 

10 years in gaol, J came 
haek ta finish off the toh 


DA 


TEE one thing that kept me from 
gomg mad wes whet the other 
prisoners termed the deadly, monot- 
onous routine, I have a passion for 
orderliness; for a hfe set and pat- 
terned I like to know in advance 
what I will have for breakfast; I 
luke the assurance that every event 
in my day is the result of planning 
I саше to anticipate the hour each 
night after the prison lights went 
out. The thin, tight mattress held 
my body suspended, and for sixty 
minutes I thought of Tom Westdrske 
Sixty minutes a night for ten years; 
an eternity of time to hate and re- 
membar—to hate Tom Wesldrake 
with а fervour that was my rehgioa, 
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to remember Lydia and the plans 1 
had built around her. Those plans 
had heen smashed the day West- 
drake told me Lydia and he wera 
omg to marry 


We were m the cabin near Clear 
Lake—the same cabin we had bought 
the summer after we'd gone into 
business, the same cabin I had 
brought Lydia to after fishing her 
out of the lake when her boat bad 
capsized. Westdrake sounded Itke he 
wes tellmg ma about a fish he'd 
caught. “Lydia and I are going to 
be married next month.” 


A huge log blazed im the open 
fireplaca but Т felt ae ehilled as 


though the icy waters of Clear Lake 
had engulfed me. My throat was dry 
and a sudden hatred of Tom West- 
drake surged in my veins 

"So your money finslly got her 
away from me,” I sald. 

"You know that’s not true, Harry,” 
Westdrake spoke quictly. "We draw 
the same amount from the business, 
la no fault of mine if your share 
slips through your fingers as though 
dt were watar.” 

"Тоок," 1 shouted, "the money'e 
mine and I can do with It as 1 
please.” 

Westdrake nodded his head. "I 
agree with you, Harry, as long as 
you rid yourself of the fool notion 
that Lydia is interested in money. 
We happen to love each other.” 

When I finally spoke, I tried to 
keep my emotions under control, 
"Look, Tom, I'm m love with Lydia 
and I've planned a whole future with 
her. You can’t ruin my life like thts.” 

Westdrake laughed, "The longer 
I know you, Trommer, the more your 
ego amazes me Your life, your plans“ 
he slouched deeper into the chair 
and laughed again—"that’s all that 
Interests you. You're no more in love 
with Lydia than you are wlth the 
man in the moon. If you were, your 
first concern would be for her hap- 
piness." 

The smile left his face, "If I 
thought for a moment you could 
make her happier than I could, Га 
gladly step aside. But you're incap- 
able of loving anyone except your- 
self " 

I listened to that speech without 
moving a muscle, and when ha fin- 
ished, Tom Westdrake leaned his head 
back and closed his eyes, dismissing 
me, And suddenly І knew what I 
must do. Tom had become an im- 


pediment to me, an ink blot оп my 
blusprint. Either I would have to 
drsw up a set of new plans—or erase 
him, A 

1 took the singla-barrelled shotgun 
from the rack next to the door, 
pleked up a number-eight cartridge. 
He opened his eyes when ha heard 
the click as my thumb cocked the 
hammer. 

I gave him one more chance, "I 
don't want io kill you, Westdrake, 
But I promise you I will, unless you 
call off this marriage with Lydia.” 

Westdrake sald, "You've been see- 
Ing too many movies, Trommer, and 
bad ones st that" 

1 squeezed the trigger, 

Tom Westdrake didn’t die, and I 
got ten years The judge sald that 
It was an insufficient penalty to pay 
for the eyes Tom Westdrake lost, 
but that was the maximum the law 
allowed him to impose 

1 tried to explain thst lt was all 
Westdrake’s fault, thst none of it 
would have happened if ha hadn't 
upset my plans. The judge called me 
a homicidal maniac, 

Tom Westdrake and Lydia were 
married the day I was sentenced, and 
that night I began my ten yeers of 
hate. 

1 closed the cabin door and leaned 
my back against the rough-knotted 
pine. Tom Westdrake sst in the same 
easy chair, his long legs sprawled 
in front of him, his hands crossed 
on his lap. The log fire danced 
shadows over his face, and for an in- 
stant it seemed ав though the past 
ten years had never been—it seemed 
as if we were back to that day Tom 
had told me of hus engagement to 
Lydls. 

Then hls voles broke the momen- 
tary spell "Hello, Harry.” It seemed 
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softer, and held a strenge under- 
standing never there before There 
were streaks of grey at his temples, 
and dark glasses ind the eyes which 
I had robbed of lfe, 

"You don't seemed surprised,” I 
sud, 

"I knew you would come Thats 
why Түс been waiting here for you 

alone.” The dark lenses of his 

#lasses seemed to sparkle at me and 
a sudden suspicion came into my 
mind, I crossed the room m swift 
strides and jerked off his classes 

I saw the twin holes, the dead 
sears that covered them looked like 
the westherworn ground over long- 
forgotten graves Westdrake put out 
a groping hand and I lenped back 
as though ıt were stretched forth 
from hell 

He turned hus head and hus seared 
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eyes seemed to hold me ш then 
erm "If you're satisfied, Га like ms 
glasses" 

I hurled them to the floor and 
ground them wlth my heel; the glnss 
splinters ate and tore at the wooden 
door, Then I laughed and sat down 
and the poundi left my heart "So 
you had me followed, I sud 

Westdrake shook his head "No one 
followed you. I know how your mnd 
works" 

"Then it won't come as a shock 
that 1 mean to kill you" 

Those desd eyes of his seemed to 
bore through me. "I know," he smd 


Thats why Ive been waiting” 

I went to the window the clearmg 
was deserted and there was no sign 
of life on the desd-calm lake. West- 
drake followed my movements with 
his ears “We're alone,” he sad 


1 turned from the windew “You 
took ten yenrs of my Ше and you 
took Lydia" 

Tom Westdrake sud, "They'll catch 
you They'll catch you snd they'll 
hang you” 

I nodded agreement, as 1f he could 
see me. “I've been dead for ten 


years Theyll be banging a dead 
man" 

You're crazy," Tom Westdrake 
зла 


' Maybe" Му hands felt cold and 
І walked over to the open fireplace 

"Im im no hurry. I've waited ten 
years for this, and I want you to 
hava time to think Think of Lydın— 
and think of the life you stole from 
me.” I felt the gentle warmth of the 
fire on my fingers. 

Tom Westdrake sat there, silently 
1 wanted to see hım hurt, to hear 
hun ery out in pam "You've got a 
couple of kids, haven't you?” I 
laughed "A couple of kids that 1 
made sure you wouldn't see" 

His voice came so low I could 
barely hear "A boy and a дрі That's 
why I waited here for you" 

Do you thmk they're gomg to 
make me change my mind?” Y 
looked across the room at the gun 
rack, at the same shotgun I Pod 
used ten years before 

"No," Westdrake answered my 
question “But I knew you'd come 
back to finish your job—to kill me, 
no matter where I was And I didn't 
want to take a chance on any of 
them getting hurt" 

How thoughtful,” I sad, 1 walked 
over to the gun rack, slowly. His 
ears counted my steps, and I felt the 
concentrated hatred of ten years 
course ke Шуше fire through my 
vems 

I took the shotgun from tbe rack 


and put a cartridge into the breach 

I watchad Tom Westérske He sat 
there, waiting, like an actor who 
knows the lines m the script, There 
was no tenseness im his body, no 
sudden tizhionmg of muscles for а 
last minute offort st escape I cheked 
back the hammer and put the butt 
agamst my shoulder 

"Damm you!’ І cried. I wanted to 
see that look of peace vamsh from 
his face I wanted to sce fear And 
I knew how I could tear at kus 
heart before he died 
I centred the barrel on Westdrake's 
face "You think you've won, don't 
you? Then take this to hell with 
you Before they get me, III send 
Lydia and her kids to keep you 
company. 

I squeezed the truer and the 
world flashed and thundered and 
blew up m my face 

My hfe is set now, 1 have my 
pattern of darkness that knows no 
diference between day and micht 
Tom Westdrake gave me this um 
payment for the plens he upset. 

Sometimes I hear again the voice 
that came when the thunder had 
dicd m my ears, and I remember the 
words spoken with startima clarity 

"Westdrake figured thus joker 
would make another stab at him and 
he knew how his cracked brain 
woiked So he poured solder down 
the barrel of that shotgun unti st 
was as solid as an iron rod When 
‘Trommer pulled the treier end fired 
that cartridge, the exploding gas had 
to ro somewbere, and it blew the 
breech right mto his face He's a 
moss, but he'll ive” 

I wonder, sometimes, if the dead 
sears that cover my eyes look like 
the weatherworn cround over long- 
forgotten graves 
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EDUCATION 

Mrs Virginia Ciark, of Brooklyn, 
New York, took four 12-year-old 
girls on an education tour of New 
York, She Instructed them to watch 
for careless housewives who were 
seen at front doors, leaving the beck 
doors open, Having located such 
women—and there were many—the 
girls were shown how to post look- 
outs, sneak around the back way and 
loot the house. All this while the 
housewives were gossipping. It paid 
off to the tune of 14,000 doliars over 
а period-end a gaol santence 
MOUTHWASH 

Mis. Opal Dixon had а good plan 
for earmng money. She made 25,000 
dollars in one afternoon—with mouth- 
wash, And that 1s not eyewash, She 
put the mouthwash in a small glass 
syringe, walked into a bank, slipped 
a Erze manila envelope across to 
the teller, and waved the phial in 
front of his eyes, She said to the 
teller: "This is a stiek-up. There's 
anough nitro-glycerine in this tube to 
blow up the whole building.” Ner- 
vously the teller filled the manlle 
envelope with money. But Mra 
Dixon was caught, 
BIG BANG 

This one concerns a bang which 
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did come ой, A men in Ellsworth, 
Kansas, exploded five cases of dyna- 
mite ш а city park, damaging 100 
buildings The blast could be heard 
15 miles away. When arrested, the 
man explained his action with, "I 
wanted to wake up the town.” He 
certainly succeeded in his ambition. 


STIFF 

You don't have to be dead to be 
stiff. In Chicago a man was given 
а ticket for speeding; 15 minutes 
later he was given another ticket 
for the same offence; then, soma 
hours later, he was cruising along st 
8 mph. when he received a third 
summons for impeding traffiet 


STUNG 

Charged with knocking down a 
policeman, a Detroit man gave bus 
explanation: "T saw a bes land on 
his neck, above his collar, I did not 
want him to get stung, so I hit the 
bee as herd as 1 could.” 
MORSE SILLY 

A railway worker in Superior, Wis- 
consin, explained in court that he 
had attacked three tent mates with 
ап iron poker, because he suspected 
they were plotting an attack on him 
by snoring in Morse code! He sounds 
a bit бойу. 
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she misses I? Hes anyone a towel— 

just in cese? 
Well, she didnt cet wet. But we 


didn't sce her hit the ball Surely she 
wouldn't cheat! Anyway here she ıs 
tolting up her score Judging by her 
expression she didn't do so well But 
who cares about he golfing ability 
when she ewell just Billie Jean 


Eberhudtl 


— AD 


When henged, the vichen dies immedi 


fete is net in storo FREE 
the elecine eh. 


ately The sn 
for the vichms 3 


ER oS 
Bonomi 
us 3 


OF wr 


“Please! Misa Smithera! Please don't go on! You're 
breaking my heart!” 
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Ages atom spies Julius and 


Ethel Rosenberg were put to 
death in the electric chair in Sing 
Sing last June, the event was cov- 
ared by evary newspaper in U.S.A. 

Four hours after the execution, every 
paper was carrying the gruesome 
detmls of the traltors’ dying moments, 

"The Constitution of the United 
States specifically forbids cruel and 
inhuman punishment. Yat, from the 
graphic descriptions of witnessing 
journalists, one could almost amelt 
tha spies’ burning flesh, as the "blue 
smoke,” as one journalist put it, 
“curled up to the ceiling.” 

After three charges of electricity 
were sent through her body, attend- 
ing doctora wera shocked fo dis- 


cover that Ethel Rosenberg was still 
el Durmg the administration of 
the voitage, har hands clenched and 
unclenchad. Finally, after five mas- 
siva currants had been sent through 
her, Ethel Rosenberg was pronounced 
dead. 

No matter how hsinous his crime 
has been, it is generally felt that & 
doomed man should ba put to death 
ss quickly as possible—and as paln- 
lessly. In Australia and England, and 
in some statas of America, thera is 
ona form of capital punishment that 
is instantaneous and — pamless— 
hanging. 

Whan Á hanging is dona correctly, 
the victim's nack is broken as soon 
aa the trap is sprung, Unfortunately, 
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however, uns method was begun 
in ап era when torture was an ze 
ceptable practice The fact that evan 
a bungled hangmy had been con- 
sidered more humane than any of 
the prevailing torture methods, serves 
10 ven the truth about this means of 
deahng out death, As a result, many 
people, particularly m places where 
hanging is not done, have the un- 
pression that hanging ellows the 
victim to endure his last minutes 
ın the agony of strangulation Noti- 
mg could be further from the truth. 

Та the atomic age, hangmz 15 18 
essfully employed at the Connecti- 
a State Prison at Wetbersfield, 
Com Gerald Chapman, the noted 
hank iobber, was executed there as 
he stood on the ground. A seasoned 
торе was placed about hus neck in 
the time-honoured fashion. The rope 
which had previously heen cured was 
wholly mflerrhle end could not be 
stretched. The other end of the hemp 
was passed through a large pulley 
and attached to a huge steel weight, 
At the moment of the execution, the 
weight was dropped from a great 
height, and Chapman was killed in- 
stantaneously, 

Most modern hangings proceed 
without а bitch Nme states, melud- 
ant Delaware, Idaho, Iowa, Kansas, 
Maryland, Montana, New Hampshire, 
Utah, Washmgton and the four ter- 
ritories of Alaska, Panama Canal, 
Hawai, and the Virgin Islands exe- 
cute cummels with a stuf rope and 
a short drop 

The U.S Federal Governmant usu- 
ally reserves henzmg as & mark of 
shame for spies and war erimmals 
However, todey, it has been making 
it a practice of hiring the execution 
facilities of the state m which the 
ermmal has heen tred, or, if that 
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state does not have capital punish 
ment, facilities of the nearest state 
ihat does КШ capital offenders Smee 
New Yoik, where the Rosenbergs 
‘were hrought to trial, uses the elec- 
tric chair, the atom spies were exe- 
cuted m this manner 

Much fuss has hean made by the 
communists that the Rosenherzs were 
innocent. Yet, the first woman ever 
put {а death by the Federal Gov- 
ernment was actually not guilty ot 
the erime of which she was accused 
After Ahraham Lincoln had been 
murdered by John Wilkes Booth, 
Магу Surratt was arrested with Lewis 
"Thornton Powell (slas Payne), 
David E Herold, and George A. 
Atzerodt. 

Mrs Surratt, who ran а boarding 
house, was accused of taking pert 
1n the conspiracy to assassmate Presi- 
dent Lincoln Tbe other thres men 
who were undoubtedly guilty lived 
in her house and used ıt as a meet- 
ing place with Booth Mis штан, 
along with the others, was summarily 
convicted by a military tribunal (con- 
trary io her constitutional rubis) and 
hanged 

After ber death and after the 
death of John Wilkes Booth, a diary 
belonymg to Booth was found This 
journal cxpheitly exempted Mrs 
Surratt from even the slightest 
knowledge of the conspiracy It 
might be sardonieslly consoling to 
note that Mrs, Surratt’s death was 
at least a quick and pamless one 

In the muddle of the 19th century, 
hanging was the most popular form 
of execution m the United States, 
and ıt frequently was done clumsily 
Most victims of the gllows were 
not as lucky as Mary Surratt, Out 
West, where necktie parties were 
held for captured bandits and cattle 


rustlers, the victims were generally 
allowed to strangle to death, 

On July 24 1899, when “Black 
Jack" Ketchum, & mad killer and 
tram robber m the frontier country 
of Arizona and New Mexico, wes 
brought to justice, hts hanging was 
so bungled that some of the spec- 
tators were physically affected 

When the trap was sprung, Ket- 
chum was not hanged, he was de- 
caprtated 

It Wasn't until the execution of 
bsdman Тот Horn ín Cheyenne, 
Wyoming, November 20, 1902, that 
Westerners revealed some humane 
attitude towaid hangmg First, the 
tender-hearted sbemif installed = 
huge tarpaulm over the door of 
Horn's cell, so that the gunman 
would not see the carpenters erect- 
ing the gallows Tom snapped irrite 
ably, “The hell with that thing Take 
the tarp eway. I can’t breathe m 
here” The deputics removed the 
tarpaulm 

The execution itself was accom- 
plished by means of the highly 
touted Julien Trap, sn invention of 
J J Julhan, an itinerant cabmet 
maker It operated automatically 
by use of water weights It was 
rented for 100 dollars, saving a hang- 
men's fee, and for those days, it 
killed its vıetım humenely, Horn was 
painlessly sent into the afterworld, 

Hangmg 1s frequently manfioned in 
the Bible as the ultimate indignity 
for murderers, 1apusis, and adulterers 
The Perstans, the Greeks, and most 
of the pre-Christian world were ac- 
quainted with the stiff rope and the 
short drop 

But it took the early Enchsh kings 
to make henging socially and politic- 
ally acceptable. In those days, the 
gallows were highly overworked 


A Texts men was on the 
mile range and, st 100 yerds, 
he missed the target with 
every shot But, at 500 yards 
and beyond, he scored pulls- 
eyes with every shot A com- 
petitor thought this strange 


and asked tim for the reason. 
Well, it’s Шке this,” replied 
the Texan "Back home we 
never bother to shoot at any- 
thing less than 500 yards 
away We just throw rocks” 


During the reign of Henry УШ, xt is 
estimated that some 70,000 peasants 
were hanged, an average of six per 
day! 

There were more than 240 differant 
offences that would warrant the 
noose, Vazrancy, cursing, loose living, 
and religious persecutions were 
among the causes of death on the 
gallows. However, in the early days 
of hanging, the Enghsb stuhbornly 
clung to the belief that the axe was 
infallible There 1s one description of 
the execution of a man convicted of 
^worshippmg the Almighty in the un- 
prescribed manner,” wherem the 
victim slipped from his noose only to 
be hacked to death. 


In Chesgo, durmg the Twenties, a 
small-time bootlegger who called 
himself the “Devil” wes convicted 
on a murder charge A cunning man, 
he meticulously planned a method of 
"returmmg to life" after bemg hanged 
Because Illinois law then allowed 
relatives to claim the body unmedi- 
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ately after execution, the “Devil” had 
his mobsera waiting outside the jan 
with am ambulance fully equipped 
with heating devices and adrenalin, 

It was the "Devil's" plan to starve 
himself to the lowest possible weight 
prior to the execution, Then he would 
feign injury, so that he would have 
to be carried to the gallows in a 
chale His reduced weight, plus his 
rechmmg position, he figured accur- 
ately, would prevent bis nack from 
being broken. He was depending on 
quick action by his fellow hoodlums 
to grab his body just after his heart 
stopped beating, put it into the am- 
bulance, and try to revive it with 
heat and adrenal, 

The "Devil" had tried it on one of 
his own men who had been executed 
several months before, and 1t worked. 


However, when the “Devil” was 
hustled into the ambulance himself, 
several curious policemen began mak- 
ing an investigation, holding up the 
mobsters long enough to thwart them 
from reviving their leader, 

Most states in the U.S.A. use the 
electric chair for killing capital ofen- 
ders. The general heHef ıs that a 
current will knock unconscious {ts 
victim before becoming lethal. This 
is not always true. Some victims, 
because they can withstand more 
electricity than others, are foreed to 
endure the torture of burning. There 
is nothing the executioner can do to 
prevent this, 

On the other hand, hanging has 
heen improved to such a point, that 
it is without a doubt the most hum- 
ane means of execution in the world. 


“Read that last paragraph again 
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Ethic “yle was Anberica's most beloved war corresh dent, Hi was the meuth- 


piece of the € Why idi H 


an have fo die iby a solgar bul 


HE CAPTURED A NATION'S HEART 


JAMES HOLLEDGE 


(JF = nales in Albuquerque, New 

Mexico, there stande a modest, 
white, weatherboard house that rs 
well on the way to becoming a 
national shrine, 


Each day, cars of travellers from 
all over the Union draw up outside, 
Texis speed up with people making 
a quick visit as they wait for tram 
or plane connection Family trailers 
arrive and diszorge men, woman and 
children. With the rapt look of pll- 
типа, they all chmb the hill and 
enter, Later they come out and drive 
away, silent and thoughtful, Some are 
drying tears with tharr handkerchiefs, 

‘The house was once the home of 
one of the most heloved figures of 
aur time~a slim, frail, bald-headed 


man who seemed to stand for all that 
was brave and honest and decent m 
the bloody senseless carnage that 
was World War II. 

His name was Ernie Pyle The 
house, presented by his heirs to the 
City of Albuquerque, 1s a permanent 
monument to his memory, which is 
revered hy millions, 

Ernie Pyle wes a homely, sensitive 
little fellow. His eye-moistenmg de- 
spatches as а war correspondent m а 
dozen front hnes—full of the am- 
plicity and pathos and human interest 
that common people can undarstand 
and love—made him a legend from 
one end of America to the other and 
took him mio the heart of almost 
every American serviceman 
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The war, people sald, produced two 
things—the jeep and Ernle Pyle 
When а Japanese machine-zunna on 
the tiny Pacile island of Iwo Jima 
кшей bum with а stray shot on April 
18, 1945, the news of his death scared 
ds way into the nation’s beart, Men 
wept unashamedly, for, from generals 
down to the sloppiest, unhappiest GI, 
Ernie Pyle was a great man He was 
great because he was one of the few 
war corvespondnis who wrote about 
tha ordinary soldiers He lived wlth 
them and died with them. He xot the 
material for his columns by living 
in the lines under fire with his sub- 
jects, 

Before the war, Ernie Pyle was an 
obscura roving reporter. He travelled 
the Americas, writing about the bar- 
hers, bellhops, bartenders and bums 
he met His pieces appeared n about 
40 newspapers He made hardly more 
than enough to continue his wander- 
mgs with bis wife m an old car 

He was shy, sick «nd slow-thinking 
with none of the traditional dash and 
drive of the star reporter. Then came 
the war The nobodies — the small 
people whom Erne met and wrote 
about—hecame important, The bar- 
hers, bellhops and the rest were in 
untform—the unsung heroes of Tuni- 
sia, Anzio, D-Day and Iwo Jima 

Ernie Pyle m his despatches dave 
those unknown heroer to the world— 
particularly the lowly infantryman, 
‘who lives and dies mort miserably.” 
He became the apostle of the GI— 
generally those GIs who were cold 
and wet and bungry and forgotten 

As John Steinbeck once said 

There sre really two wars There 
ıs the war of campeign, divisions and 
regiments—and that ıs Genaral Mar- 
shall’s war Then there is the war of 
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homesick, weary, funny, violent, 
common men who wash their socks 
in their helmets, complam about the 
food, whistle at Els, and lug them- 
selves through as dirty a business as 
the world has ever scen and do it 
with humour and dignity and courage 
—and that is Ernie Pyle's war.” 

Writmg about those "common men, 
Ernie Pyle became overnight the 
wars most popular reporter, а living 
legend His column appeared m more 
than 700 newspapers His hooks sold 
a million copies each, His income 
over the last two years of his life 
was close to half а million dollars 

Yet the mcbes did not alter Ernie 
Pyle He owned but one civilian sun 
a &l-dollar ready-made. Luxury had 
no appeal for him. He put his money 
into war bonds and rolled hus own 
cigarettes, To the end of his days his 
greatest ambition was to roll a cig- 
arette using only one hand, 

After the Allied invasion of Europe 
on D-Day, 90 per cent, of the reader 
mquiries made to American news- 
papers offices were simply Did 
Ernle get in safe?” 

"The simple thoughts on the war 
and its conduct that occasionally 
crept anto his despatches were more 
frequently quoted by politicians than 
those of any other correspondent 
When he returned from Europe m 
1944 for а test, 50 brass-bats sat 
around him in Washington’s Pentagon 
Bullding and pumped him dry of his 
opinions and suggestions 

Yet, persistently, Ernie Pyle refused 
to pontificate on subjects about which 
he thought he knew litle. He parrled 
all questions on national politics, wer 
strategy and world affairs When the 
Presidential election was coming up, 
he was asked af he liked Roosevelt 


“Sure,” sad Erme Pyle Someone 
else then queried if he liked Dewey 
"Sure," was Ernie's ready answer 

Born in 1900 on his parents’ small 
Indiana farm, Ernie Pyle rew into 
а wiy, red-headed youngster who 
early deeded he did not want to 
spend his life "looking at the south 
end of a horse going north” He dis- 
liked the farmyard chores, preferring 
io sit end listen to people talkmg— 
or very often juat to sit 

‘This physical indolence led hum, on 
entering the University of Indiana, to 
chaose journalism as bis course, be- 
cause It was supposed to he ersy He 
did not make up his mmd until the 
Jast moment and selected ıt because 
he heard another student remark 'I 
hear journalism ls a breeze.” 

Restless and unsettled, Erme Pyle 
attended the Univeraty for three 
years, Ha became manager of the 
football team and editor of the cam- 
pus newspaper, but could not reslly 
fit ın with the routine A few months 
hefore his graduation, he packed his 
bags and went off to a ob on a 
small newspaper m the nearby town 
of La Porte 

He stuck there only three months, 
until he landed sn appointment on 
tha Washington "News" Except for a 
brief spell in New York, he was to 
һе anchored in a desk job on the 
"News" until 1935. He married Geral- 
dine Sicbolds, яп mtellıgent, blonde 
Shug clerk in а Government office, 
and seemed fated to be а quiet, com- 
petent and unknown journalst for 
the rest of Ins life. A good man but 
not much drive,” was the general 
view of him by his colleagues, 

However, during those 12 years at 
a desk, Ernie Pyle was not happy 
Although he was naturally reserved 
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and silent, he liked nothing more 
than getting around and meeting 
people—ordmary psople—-and yamlng 
with them While convalescmg from 
а spell of influenza m 1935, be took 
a hokday motor trip with his wife 
(known as Jerry) through the rugged, 
beautiful Southwest He eventually 
went hack to Washington determmed 
not to spend the rest of his Ше at 
a desk in а dingy, dusty, clamorous 
newspapar ойсо He bad an idea to 
be a roving reporter. 

A dozen sample pieces he wrote on 
his hohday travels impressed the 
editor of the paper. "They had a sort 
of Mak Twam quality and they 
knocked my eyes miht out,” be has 
since confessed. In August, 1935, Erme 
Pyle, on а salary of 100 dollars а 
week, set out to sce the Amaricas 
for the paper's renders, 

He roved for the next five years 
Ha crossed the continent 35 tune and 
wore out three motor cais He stood 
on the shores of the Behring Sea and 


climbed m the Andes, Anything that 
took his fancy became the subject of 
a dally column—soap, doga, zippered 
trousers, the art of rolling a cigar- 
ette 

By hus ride was his beloved Jerry, 
whom he referred io m his reports 
as "That Girl,” He wrote about her- 
what she said and how he loved her. 
He wrote about his father, who was 
"а good man without being repulsa 
about 1t” 

He went to Alaska and was shaved 
by а woman berber. He met a tooth- 
less backswoodsman, who made bim- 
himself a home-made dental plate 
out of a bear's taath and then cheer- 
fully ate the bear with its own teeth 

Gradually his readers grew as they 
cume to know this quaint htile wan- 
derer wbo shared hus adventures and 


Joys and sicknesses with them daily. 
Sickness was something from which 
he war rarely free. Yet he would 
make httle of It, “If Tm going to be 
sick all the time,” he wrote, "I might 
as well drop all outside interests and 
devote my carcer to being sick. May- 
be in time I could become the sickest 
man in America.” 

But for all that, those years of 
home roving made up the happiest 
period of Ernie Pyle's Ше He was 
doing what he wanted to do, It was 
all preparation for Ernie Pyles 
greatest assignment—the reporting of 
the war. When the chance came m 
1940 he was ready for at. 

“A small voice came in the night 
and said, бо,» was how Ernie Pyle 
described his decision 10 forsake bis 
American travels and enter the war. 


Бл! 


“OOPS 
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my knife slipped” 


With his savings he bought the white 
house in Albuquerque that is now 
his memorial. In it, "That Girl.“ his 
Jerry (settled down to wait for him.) 

Pyle went to London to cover the 
Butz, and his readera and followers 
mulupled as he reported the holo- 
taust in powerful, beautiful and re- 
stramed style, 

Not until ha landed m Africa in 
1942, however, did he rocket to fame, 
as be told the stories of the common 
soldiers everyone elsa forgot. 

The Erme Pyle legend really star- 
ted one day when the other corres- 
pondents reported an Important 
mterview with Admiral Darlan, Er- 
nte ignored the interview and used 
all his space to tell of a personal ex- 
perience. 

He had been hurrying to the inter- 
vlew when overhead came the onun+ 
ous roar of a brood of strafing Stukes, 
Pyle dived into a ditch, on the heels 
of a soldier who was walking ahead 
of him, When quiet came again and 
he was able io look up, he tapped 
the soldier on the shoulder. “Whew, 
that war close, buddy," he gasped 
There was no answer Pyle mvolun- 
tarily snatched his hand away as he 
realised the man was dead. 

Through the length and breadth of 
the Tumisian battle area, Ernie Pyle 
ferreted out the obscure heroes, He 
was bombed and shelled and mach- 
ime-gunned, but he got to know every 
American unit in North Africa—per- 
ticularly the mfantry, whom he called 
“the mud-rain-frost-and-wind boys.” 

At home people began £o talk about 
the Ernie Pyle despatches, His fama 
was born. Relatives sent clppings of 
them back to the GI subjects, 

The common soldiers realised that 
at last they had a voice—somaone 


who knew them difficulties and prob- 
lems and what they faced. They grew 
to love the frail httle man in crum- 
pled battle-dress, for they knew he 
forced hunself to chere their every 
danger, They knew that he kept on 
sharing them, although physically 
sick and racked witb nerves that 
made him scream in his sleep at 
remembered horrors When he passed 
a company of mfantry, every man 
yelled, "Hi, Ernie!" Whenever a press 
cer appeered in the Lines, excited men 
came to the windows to seo if Ernie 
Pyle was in It. 

From North Africa, Pyle went on 
io Italy. The death and destruction, 
the pain and bloodshed of war were 
now beginning to affect hun mentally 
as well as physically. He came to 
know "the terrible wearmess of mind 
and soul that overcomes men after 
weeks under fire. 

Ts the constant roar of engines," 
he wrote, "and the perpetual movmg 
and the never settling down and the 
So, go, go, night and day, and on 
through the night auam, Eventually 
rt all works itself Into an emotional 
tapestry of one dull, dead patiern— 
yesterday 1s tomorrow, end when will 
we ever stop and, God, Tm so tired?’ 

Nevertheless, he still sought out the 
toughest and dangerous engagements, 
He went in at the perilous Anzio 
beachhead and had his narrowest es- 
expe, He was sleeping in a ruined 
villa that was made the target for 
a stick of 500-pounders by a Germen 
bomber The villa was turned into а 
mountam of rubble. From the middle 
of it, unharmed except for a scratched 
cheek, crawled Ernie Pyle — to be 
dubbed Old Indestructible" by re- 
leved colleagues, 


fn 1944. Ernis Pyle went to England 


CAVALCADE June 1954 — 26 


for the D-Day landings in France 
Normandy was Italy all over agam 
only worse For two and a half 
years he had followed the war. Ernie 
Pyle now dieaded the noise, tbe tur- 
moil, the death of battle. He was 
afrad, but hke most brave men, he 
recogmsed his fesr and fought it 
even though haunted by a consistent 
premomtion of his own death. 

He confided to fellow correspon- 
dent that the thought of omg mto a 
battle area now gave him “the wil- 
lues. Instead of becommg used io 
danger" he sad, 'fve become less 
used to M. I've berun to feel I have 
used up all my chances” 

In lus columns, however, Ernie 
Pyle's stories were still warm and 
comíoitmg and bumourous Few 
could guess the torments the nerve- 
wracked little man endured to do 
„ms job. 

To his wife he explamed bow he 
could not give it up "I've been part 
of the misery and tragedy of this war 
fox so long,” be confided, “that I've 
come to feel a responsibility to xt 1 
don't know quite how to put it mto 
words, but Y feel that if I left, it 
would be lke a soldier desertmug " 

But there 1; а umit to human en- 
durance Ernie Pyle reached lus when 
be was caught at the Battle of St 
Lo, where a terrife force of 2500 
Americen planes accidentally bombed 
front hne American troops on the 
ground, Erie Pyle was m that front 
une. « 

Relentlessly the’ bombers came over 
ın gigantic waves and dropped death 
on their comrades below ‘The bombs 
began Uke the crackle of popcorn 
and almost mstantly swelled into a 
monstrous fury of noise that seemed 
surely to destroy all the world,” de- 


seribed Pyle in his report home. 


As the death cargoes came down, 
Pyle dived into а trench beside an 
officer “We ley with our heads 
shghfly up—like two snakes—statmg 
at each other ın futile appeal until 
at was over," he said, "There is no 
description of the sound and fury of 
those bombs cxcept to say it was 
chaos, and а wertme for darkness” 


Of all his war experience, Ernie 
Pyle found this bombing the most 
horrible, So shattered were his nerves 
he knew he had to pull out before 
his samty was affected. “I'd become 
so revolted, so nauseated by the sight 
of swell kids having ther heads 
blown off,” he explamed to his wife, 
“that Га lost track of the whole point 
of the war Yd reached a pomt where 
3 felt there was no ideal worth the 
death of one more man.” 


Erne Pyle went home, back to 
"That Girl” who was wating in 
Albuquerque. He regained his pers- 
pective—and knew he had to set off 
agam to war ‘I have no choice," he 
told Jerry "I feel а sense of duty 
towards the soldiers, I've become ther 
mouthpiece, the only one they have 
They look to me” 


So Erme Pyle winged off from San 
Francisco across the Pacrfic. He re- 
ceived a last letter from “That Girl” 
My love reaches out to you — so 
strongly—and wants so much for you 
Bless you, my Erme,” she wrote 


A few days later Ernie Pyle lay 
dead from а Jap snaper's bullet. A 
nation and a srief-stricken woman m 
Albuquerque mourned Seven months 
afterwards, Jerry Pyle — wbo could 
see по life without her "Ernle"—also 
died 
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LE 


HAVE A HEART 

Be careful with your heart. Sud- 
den bursts of excessive exercise, too 
little exercise, tno much eating, won't 
do it any good, inztead, exercise 
regularly—in the open sir, if possible, 
Avoid high tempers and nervous 
tension, especially if you are over 
forty. These can bring on high blood 
pressure, Check with your doctor if 
you suffer from breathlessness, palpi- 
tations, irregular heartbeat, dizziness, 
indirerbon, swollen feet and ankles 
er constant fabgue, Even if you have 
heart trouble, you can have a long 
and full Ше 3f you shun worry and 
excitement, 
FATIGUE 

Mental weariness, quite unrelated 
to physical labour, can make us feel 
physically tired because what поез 
on m the mind finds iis expression 
in physical signs and symptoms, 
Many a skin rash is the unconscious 
physical expression of а mental 
anxiety. In treatment of many ills, 
a quiet mind and relaxation from 
worry, will eure many ills, 
EMOTIONS 

Embryologists have demonstrated 
that stress of worry of the expectant 
mother durmg pregnancy may result 
їп a neurotic child, saya Dr William 
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S. Kroger, who reported his findings 
to the American Medical Association. 
Dr. Kroger, assistant clinical pro- 
fessor of obstetrics end gynaecology 
at the Chicago Medical School, said 
that harmful emotions are of more 
importance than hormonal imbalance 
ın producınz spontaneous abortion of 
healthy ova. In addition, the doctor 
reported that the first few weeks 
and months of a baby’s life are more 
important to personality development 
than any other period On the ques- 
tion of whether breast feeding of a 
baby or artificial feeding is batter, 
he said: "I believe It makes little, if 
any, difference how or when the baby 
receives nutrition, so long as it 18 
beld and cuddled by а loving 
mother " 
ULCER BAEM 

A pill which permits ulcer victims 
to eat and drink what they wish is 
reported by Dr. E A. Marshal] of 
East Cleveland, Ohio, U.S.A, The pill 
must be taken every half hour dur- 
ing the day and twice during the 
nicht. Tesis ог 1,000 patients showed 
921 could go back to their normal 
diet withm 24 hours The pill con- 
tains atropine, phenobarbital, mag- 
nesium oxide, calelum carbonate and 
sluminium hydroxide 
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Psychosomatic trest- 
ment іа a new method 
of euring ө variety 
of common „nesses 


RAY DAVIE 


А NEW name ıs sounding in the 

halls and corridors of publie 
hospitals. It’s even penetrating to re- 
mote surgeries. The technique to 
which this neme has been given has 
alrendy changed the lives of thous- 
ands, and it looks like changing the 
lives of thousands more 


Psychosomatic medicme із a new- 
old way of treating a vanety of com- 
mon (snd often serious) complaints. 
Briefly, psychosomatic medicme calls 
for consideration of mind as well ав 
body m tresting disease, with due 
emphasis of the effects of enyiron- 
ment on a person, 

No, psychosomatic medicine is not 
new, bui it's а long way from being 
an old idea under & new name. The 
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NEW HOPE FOR 
EMOTIONAL CRIPPLES 


modern practitioner has discovered 
much that makes old ideas look 
crude, and so much progress is be- 
amg made that ıt looks very much 
as af us form of treatment will 
affect all of us, no matter where we 
live 

But psychosomatic medicine is not 
а form of fath-heslms. The doctor 
who uses this foun of heabny im 
his work would be the first to ad- 
mit that there are diseases which 
have to he treated by meinly physical 
means 

"Nervous headaches” are  usuill 
chased as psychosometic, We all 
know the type of person who de- 
velops а bad headache when he or 
she has to do something unpleazant 


They're usually eccused of maling- 
ering, though very often their head- 
aches may be caused by a conflict 
of emotions of which they're quite 
unaware, 

Migraine, of course, is the big 
brother of the ordinary headache. It's 
a fearsome complami—usually ocurr- 
ing m some localized part of the 
head. There may often be а painful 
tenderness of the scalp. In addition, 
the patient often suffers the aronies 
of mental depression, plus nausea and 
vomiting. 

One factor m causing the pain of 
‘migraine appears to ba the swelling 
of certam arteries A number of 
techmques bave been developed by 
which this can be greally rcheved. 
Then it bas been observed at the 
Mayo Cimic in the U.S, that mi- 
graine often attacks persons with 
high blood pressure Further investi- 
gations have seemed to show that 
hypertension (high blood pressure) is 
sometimes triggered by deep-rooted 
amotional conflicts. 

Attacks of migraine often occur at 
“emotional” times in the difficult 
teen years, in eases of sexual frus- 
tration, difficult mental situations, 
ete. These minor troubles are thought 
to reach down into the mund and 
set off а discharge of tension through- 
out the nervous system. In normal 
circumstances this could lead to а 
fightening in the artenes which, in 
the end, might lead io Ingh blood 
pressure, 

Researchers recognize that there 
are often characteristic types of per- 
sonality for each complaint. Such а 
definite type ш not so easily found 
in cases of migraine, though some 
investigators have felt that migraine 
sufferers, as s class, seemed to be 
prone to an undue emotional at- 


tachment to ther mothers, And 
quite а number of pstzants examined 
showed a reluctance to sever home 
ties and accept responsibility. 

It was noted long ago that al- 
tackr of asthma, even when the basic 
cause was some form of allergy, often 
took place in moments of emotion. 
(There are types of asthme—known 
as "jantünsle asthma"—where there 
seems to ba no allergy to cause 
trouble) 

In one test, twenty-three asthmatic 
children were exammed, and it was 
found that seventeen of the total 
were cursed with very fussy parents 
who coddled their children, The 
Chicago Institute of Psycho-analysis 
showed through experments that 
asthmatics tended to feel insecure, 
and that they badly needed true 
parental love. 

Tt has been suggested that the ten- 
sion from which many asthmatics 
suffer is the result of a conflict be- 
tween the need for parental protec- 
tion and the natural desire of the 
human bemg to ba independent, 
(Some asthmatics put up a false front 
of bombast and sclf-assertion.) 

True psychosomatic medicine, since 
it recognizes that body and mand 
are inseparabla, reminds us that 
treatment designed to combat aller- 
gies (such as serum injections} із 
not out-moded, 

One of the most dramatic psycho- 
somatic diseases ıs coronary throm- 
bosis, It's more likely іо strike the 
hard-driving tycoon of big business 
than ıt ı5 to eripple the wage-piug 
who does his forty hours, and then 
relaxes Medical scienca has been 
perturbed io notice that lately the 
disease has been attackimg younger 
and younger people. 

The man who suffers coronary 
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thrombosis and survives 15 not likely 
lo forget it As a clot blocks the 
flow of blood to the heart, be grows 
Pale, sweats profusely, nnd suffers 
ois pains m the chest. In many 
esses the attacks are fatal; many 
more leave a permanently егірр1ей 
heart 

The theory was that all the striv- 
mg that a men put into reaching 
success brought on the thrombosis, 
bui modern medical science beheves 
that the typical coronary victim is 
often a product of his childhood en- 
vironment when he became sublect 
to a guilt-complex after failing to ad- 
Just himself to the fact that his 
father was boss ‘The conflict that 
arose in the child was suppressed 
but will come out in the form of 
an incessant drive to surpass his 
father, (And latei, hus boss) 

In tis type of disease the possi- 
bihty of a Paychoromatic basis 18 
fanly obvious. But most people would 
lauch at the idea that ıt would also 
apply m the case of diabetes, Despite 
the almost universal use of insulin, 
the diabetes death inte in the 
United States increased m forty years 
from 9.3 per 100,000 to 266 per 100,000 

Typical  disbeties, says medical 
Science, are likely to have conflict- 
ingly filed hives They're always 
longue for the far green paddocks 
that appear so much moze inviting 
than the home paddock ‘They're 
monners, and yet they're never very 
keen about domg thins to better 
them condition 

Many appear to be partly anmzted 
by a form of masochism (they want 
to be hurt. This алув apparently 
leads them to forget small details m 
thee treatment They forget to take 
insuhm, they don't follow their diets 
corectly, and as а result suffer 
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seidosis, gangrene or other afflictions 

Ws à significant fact that psycho- 
analysis has in some cases led to the 
disappearance of diabetes symptoms, 

For quite a fone time now ıt has 
been admitted that there is usually 
^n emotional basis for frisidity in 
women According to medical science, 
dew women aie perfectly zdjusted m 
a psychosexual sense, and at least 
half suffer a fam degree of frundity 
due to emotional conflict 

Naturally this state Of affairs isn't 
healthy for the woman, and it may 
lead to neurosis m ber husbend. 
Worst of all 1s the effect on the 
women's children Моге than one 
women who has made a purzmmaga 
fiom doctor to doctor, шуши every 
form of treatment but the psycho- 
local one, has wondered why her 
children have become neurotic, or 
suffered nervous breakdowns 

The fear of pregnancy mey be one 
of the factors present in induemg 
frigidity, but medical men suggest 
that the fear itself is not strong 
enough to make a woman frigid Ac- 
cording to them, the {езг of preg- 
nancy is merely the force which stirs 
up some greater emotional trouble 

The correspondmy trouble m man 
18 mupofence In many civilizations а 
man's power to accomplish sexual m- 
tercourse ıs fegarded «s a sort of 
rough index of lus worth as а man 
The fellow who finds that he's not 
ав good as he was because of age or 
ness, usually pames and tres all 
sorts of medicines Many cases of 
impotence have been reheved by 
telemy some mildly caustle substance 
recommended by a doctor The med- 
Xal men themselves are commy to 
believe that relief depends not so 
much on the simple chemicals used, 
AS upon their psychological value 


One authority states that апу case 


‘of impotence which 18 so easily re- 


beved is almost certamly due to 
ome form of emotional conthiet 

A number of tests have been de- 
ушей which pive indication of po- 
tential emotional troubles without 
having to call on the services of 
several highly tramed psychiatrists, 
to conduct mdividuel analyses One 
of these ıs the Cornell Selectee In- 
dex, which is done with pencil and 
paper in a few minutes Another i5 
the Minnesota Personahty Test, m 
which the person tested 3s asked Eo 
sort 500 cards into "True," "False, 
or "Cannot Say" categories 

Оле of the most effective of these 
time-savers ıs the Rorschach teat, m 
which patients ere amked to state 
what a number of ink blots suggest 
to them From the replies, the ex- 
ammer (who must be well trained, 
but need not be © psychiatrist), can 
sort his tested persons into their rele- 

ORPS. 
72 Ж of techniques leading 


to 'cures" have been devised Quite 
sumple, but apparently quite efast- 
ive, ıs the “brief psychotherapy’ 
treatment, which is said to be help- 
ful m about 75 per cent of paycho- 
somatic cases Tins form of treat- 
ment should be conducted with a 
оой deal of sympathy on the part 
of the doctor, who should give the 
patient every opportunity to “tell the 
story ın his own words" The patient 
1s then shown as tactfully as possible 
the relationship between his cmo- 
tions and the complamt from which 
he ıs suffering 

it as then necessary to show the 
patient just how he may ге-шссі 
Ius nervous encfgy. At this pomt a 
surtable form of “occupational ther- 
apy” may be very useful 

Other cases may call for the more 
penetrative technique known аз 

onnelysis 

ш outstanding feature of ths new 
approach to medicine 3s that ıt offers 
new hope to many thousands who 
at present ere “emotional cripples 


“Of course they look ће ants 


we heven't taken off yet!’ 
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COPS AREN'T DUMB 


A dismembered body, charred bones. а 
torso so badly burned that the sex af 
LESTER WAY the victim was unidentifiable, But 


‘OT all cops sre dumb. There's a 
bunch at Scotland Yard, for 
instance, who make the most perfect 
crime look like the work of a slap- 
hanpy drunk 

Dobkm found that out a few years 
ago. His wife was worrying bim for 
arrears in mamtenanes, and he de- 
cided it would be cheaper to murder 
her, He took her, late at night, into 
the cellar of a Baptist church of 
which be was caretaker, and strang- 
led her. Dobkin dismembered her 
body and set the place om fire. The 
flames were extinguished before the 
church itself bad burned, but the 
cellar was a hitter of ash and charred 
wood, which Dobkin himself had to 
clean up. 

Although his wife's body hadn't 
been completely burned, it was roas- 
ted beyond all chance of recognition, 
so he fathered the half-meinerated 
perts, stacked them in the least 
accessible place m the cellar, and 
covered them with quick-lme to 
make certain that what remained 
would disintegrate. He then tidied up 
the rest of the cellar. 

Ко one in the neighbourhood missed 
Mrs. Dobkin because she didn’t hve 
fhere—she had come from a nearby 
town to squeeze the arrears out of 
Dobkin She wasn't missed where 
she lived becausa she bad gone to 
see her husband, end her trends 
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supposed she had decided to stay 

lt was fifteen months before the 
fragments were found. There was а 
little flesh, and a torso so badly bur- 
ned that detectives couldn't tell 
whether it was a man or a woman 
Doctors had to examine the ternal 
organs to decide the sex of the vic- 
tim 

They then measured certsm bones 
that were mtact, making use of math- 
ematical tables compiled by an anato- 
mist named Pearson. By these tables, 
which co-related the measurements 
of bonas from the legs and arms, they 
could estimate a person's height 
within helt an inch, The detectives 
also found one microscopic fragment 
of bur that had been saturated with 
blood, and so had escaped burning, 
From if, they were able to say that 
the woman’s hair had been brown, 
and by using a microscope on the 
bone-structure of her skull, they 
fixed ber age at between forty and 
fifty Her height was estimated at five 
feet 

X-ray photographs were taken of 
her teeth, which showed details of 
fillings and extrechons A doctor esx- 
amined internal oryans thet remained, 
and he found that there was a tumor 
on the womb of the corpse, and that. 
xt was so far advanced that the 
woman must have consulted a doctor 
about 1t 

Nothing pointed to Dobkm except 
the faet that, when the church of 
which he was caretaker was on fire, 
it was someone else, not Dobkin, 
who gave the alarm Thet might 
Prove he was a poor caretaker, but 
it did not make him a murderer. 
Even so, at was enough io whet the 
curiosity of Scotland Yard. 

‘They found that he had a wife, that 
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her height, аде and colouring all tal- 
hed, and then they went to Mrs 
Doblun’s doctor He reported that 
Mrs Dobkin had s tumor on her 
womb, and Mrs Dobkin’s dentist had 
fiven her the exact treatment re- 
vealed by the X-ray photographs of 
the murdered woman's mouth 

But the sack of lime convicted 
Dobkin He bad bought the lime and 
used it on the corpse to make it 
disintegrate, but he didn’t know that 
quick-lime preserves a body mstead 
of destroying 1t, and he was foolish 
enough to swear that he had never 
Purchased hme The detectives found 
а partly-used sack m his own out- 
house and they proved that he had 
bought it at the time of the fire in 
tbe church cellar, He was hanged in 
Wandsworth Gaol 

The perfect crime is a special ob- 
session of wıfe-kıllers Men who 
murder their wives usually think 
about it a long time, and plan it. 
There was а wife-Killer m Luton m 
1913 who came very near ta perfection 
but missed by a tag He chose 2 
mht of thick fog, strangled his wife, 
siripped off her clothing, tied ber up 
in potato sacks, took her to the out- 
slurts of the city, and tipped her body 
into a stream He tore her clothing 
into small fragments and, still with 
the fog for cover, spread the frag- 
ments around the rubbish-dumps, 
refuse -bms and street gutters, all 
over the city 

There wasn't a clue to her identity, 
and Scotland Yard workad for three 
months without geting a glimmer 
They took photographs of the corpse 
and published them all over the 
country, they canvassed door-to-door 
in the vicinity, showing the photos. 
They traced four hundred and four 
missing women, made enquiries at six 


hundred and eighty-one addresses 
from which unclaimed letters bad 
heen returned to the post office, took 
thirty-nme people to view the corpse 
ım tha hope that they micht identify 
st and nine of them did The nme 
identified it as someone who was 
sull ahvel In addition, detectives 
grilled two hundred and difty lorry- 
drivers who regularly passed the spot 
where the body was found It resulted 
in exactly nothing. 

Then Chief Inspector Chapman 
decided to make a personel examina- 
tion of the scraps of clothing and 
torn fabric they had collected from 
gutters end rubbish-bing at the time 
the body was found It had already 
been exammed for blood-stains, but 
Chapman went over It lookmg for 
some other evidence, any other evi- 
dence. There wes one serep of cloth 
that appeared to have been part of 
a black coat In some loose shoulder- 
padding, he found a tmy dry-cleaners 
tng 

The coat had been intact shortly 
before the murder; m had been elean- 
ed and returned to ats owner. Chap- 
man himself went to tha address, 
and a seventeen-year-old girl let him 
m. He found photographs in the house 
that matched the pictures of the dead 
women, and he found decisive finger- 
prints on a pickle gar. The girl sud 
that her mother had “cone home”, 
she had quarrelled with tha father, 
and had left hım. The father told the 
same story. But his nerve broke whan 
a dry-cleaner’s tag bounced beck at 
hum. He confessed, and was hanged. 


The fact that these kıllers were 
amateurs, not professioni] erummals, 
made the detectives’ job harder 
Professional ctimmals sre known, 
ther finger-prmnts are on file, and © 


THE MUSIC SPOKE 
Mr Barr, o cycle crank, 
Married a muste fan 
A son was added ta the rank, 
After a twelve-month spon 


‘They decided that the boy be 
named 


For cycle and sol-fo, 


And so his proud papa pro- 
claimed 


"We'll coll him Handal 
Ват” 


— AH-EM 


„„ 


finger-prmt makes identification ab- 
solute 

The careful crook wears cloves, or 
iekes time to erase his finger-prints 
before, he leaves а crime-spot, but 
there are other things he can’t crase 
If he user a car, there is the number- 
plate. He may paint over the official 
number-plate to alter the number 
He may do it co cleverly that exami- 
nation under а microscope won't re- 
veal the alteration, but the cops nowa- 
days use infra-red photography оп 
it This ts the method used to detect 
faked "old masters,” carefully altered 
documents, and the like. Tt shows up 
every alteration, every over-painting * 
It was used to catch spies during the 
war, and it is catching criminals 
every week of the year. 

When a gun is used to kili, the 
exact gun can be identified by the 
bullet ıt has fired — provided the 
bullet is found, But automatics kick 
out an empty shell-case that fixes 
tha particular gun more accurately 
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than a bullet would. The shell-case 
takes an impression of every mmute 
sersteh, ell the filings and imperfec- 
tions, of the breech-faca, When 
magnified ашбїсыпйу, these will 
clinch a case as surely as a set of 
fnger-prints, It was а shell-case 
that put the Eppmg Forest murder- 
ers on the trap-door, and it was а 
shell-case that hanged Boyce, the 
man who killed the housekeeper to 
the King of the Hellenes. 

But now Scotland Yard has a new 
gadget called the spectragraph, and 
they don’t even need shell-cases. A 
film of leud seraped from a bullet ss 
it passes through a victim's clothes, 
or аз it strikes a bone of his body, 
is sufficient, Under the spectrapraph 
that minute perficle of metal can 
be Identified with the lend left on 
the rifling of the Killers gun The 
spectragraph sends an electric charge 
through the material, malang il 
slow, it splits up the spectrum and 
photographs their — "weve-lengths," 
and по two substances, however alike 
they are, give off the same "waye- 
lengths.” Н is the finger-pnnt tech- 
nique applied to other things, to 
anything that wil take an electric 
charge. 

There was а recent case of robbery 
with murder m a village pub, It was 
so carefully planned and neatly exe- 
cuted that the crooks should have 
got away. The owner of the pub was 
a woman who slept with her tskmgs 
in her bedroom. The thieves used a 
саг that hadn't been seen in the 
neighbourhood before, but one of 
them came io the hotel on foot, 
wore gloves, got in through a wine 
dow, and went to the bedroom where 
the woman slept, She woke up and 
screamed, but he strangled her with- 
out difficulty, and without upset- 
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ting the pre-arranged time-table 

The dressing-table drawer which 
heli the meney was locked, so he 
pried it open with а small jemmy 
The money was in a bag As ar- 
ranged, his mate brought the car to 
the open window at the moment 
when he lifted the money out of 
the drawer. He took it, climbed out 
through the window, and they were 
in London, aghty miles away, be- 
fore daylight. 

It was the perfect plan, perfectly 
executed. The whole thing took no 
more than four or five mmutes The 
саг was at the scene for less than 
one minute The only person who 
saw the killer was dend, and there 
were no finger-prints, 

The one mistake was in allowmg 
the woman to wake up before she 
was killed She had screamed, and 
the scream aroused a neighbour who 
looked out of her window, saw the 
car driving off, and took its number. 

These crooks didn’t alter their 
number-plate The em had hardly 
been on the scene at all, and the 
village was asleep Even if the car 
wee traced, they knew that wasn’t 
enough to convict them But they 
should bave thrown away their 
jemmy The jemmy had scraped the 
brass lock af the drawer m prying 
at open It had left a few particles 
of its steel behind, and those par- 
ticles were put under the spectra- 
graph. Their “wave-lensths” were 
registered, and then the jemmy was 
spectrepraphed, » 

Thet did ıt It hanged them both 

There are plenty of dumb cops 
around, but the real muz is the 
crook who thinks he can out-smart 
the blood-test, or the infra-red cam- 
era, or the spectragraph. 

They just don’t coms that smart, 


LET’S FIGHT 39 ROUNDS! 


The record books show the “great” John I., Sullivan and little Charlie 
Mitchell fought a 39-round draw. But was it a fight — ox Was it a farce 7 


RAY MITCHELL 


NAT LANGHAM best Tom Sayers 

in 61 rounds; Nat Lengham beat 
George Guttridge in 93 rounds for 
the title of champion of all England. 
Those two figbts took place in 1853. 
Jack Spring best Jack Langan in TT 
rounds in 1824; Bill Cousins bent 
James "Deaf" Burke in III rounds 
in 1829, Andy Bowen fought Jack 
Burke m 1893 in a contest lasting 
110 rounds and the referee celled it 
no- contest“ Coming to the well- 
known fighters—fellows whom every- 
ane, boxing fana and others, knows— 
ws find John L. Sulivan—] can 
lick anyona in the hours"—fvhiing 


95 rounds egamst Jake Kiram in 
1589 and Charhe Mitcbell for 39 
rounds, 

A lot of rounds? "Fighters were 
tough in thosa days, They had stam- 
:nr—not like the cream-puifers of to- 
day.” Yeah, you've heerd granddad 
say that as he pulls the pips from 
his mouth and spits contamptuously 
im the dust, when the present-day 
champions are mentioned. Now, 
that Sullivan was a beauty.” Another 
spit in the dust and the ayes take 
оп a cloudiness of reminiscence, aa 
granddad throws his memory beck 
to the days of his boyhood, when he, 


CAVALCADE juna, 1954 45 


like the rest of the boxing жой 
of the period, was so wrapped up 
in the "mürhty" John L, that he was 
regarded as the ultimate and xt was 
like tha ampertmence of Englishmen 
like Charlie Mitchell to defy hun 

"Like I was saying,” granddad re- 
16 bis pipe, "I well remember when 
John L beal the upstart, Mitchell, 
in France, Now that was a fight 
They gave it a draw, but John bad 
the best of matters’ He snorted 
"How would the young fellers of to- 
day go 39 rounds?" 

Yes, how would they zo 39 rounds, 
how would they travel over the biz 
distances quoted im the openmg 
paragraph? Truth ıs, they wouldn't 
Neither would John L Sullivan and 
the others if they fought under 
present-day conditions, 

In those days, the boxers fought 
under London Prize Ring rules, and 
all the casts quoted above, with the 
exception of the Bowen-Burke ficht, 
were fought wtih bare fists, under 
those ancient rules. And a round 
finished when one or both men were 
knocked or thrown down Sometimes 
a round lasted for several minutes, 
sometimes if was over in а few 
seconds And, almost invariably there 
were fewer punches struck, even m 
а long round, than are struck in a 
normal three-mimuta round of today 
So thet, m a fight of say 40 rounds, 
under London Prize Ring Rules, 
thore was generally less damage m- 
feted than in а good rousmy 12- 
rounder of today. Also, bare fist 
punches cut, but do not numb the 
bram info insensibility like gloves 

With regard to the Bowen-Burke 
fight, so few punches were struck 
over the last half of the contest that 
the crowd went to sleep and the 
ieferee leaned on tha ropes and dozed 
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oi while warting for the boxers io 
punch each other! 

But we must answer granddad with 
regard to his assertion about the 
Sulhvan-Mitehell fight, which travel- 
led 39 rounds And, to convince 
Eranddad that memory plays tricks, 
we have to produce cast-iron proof 
—proof, not in the form of a write- 
up by a present-day Journalist, but 
a write-up of the tight takan from 
a newspaper of the репой, written 
by a reporter on the spot Such a 
report 15 m my possession 

The paper, yellowed with age, 15 
dated March 11, 1848—the day fol- 
lowmg that histore fight m Chan- 
filly, France The report of the fight 
covers more than a lerge pase, every 
round 13 described m detail And 
tbe conduct of the fight was a farce 
H it had taken place today, the con- 
testants would have been thrown out 


> of the rmg 


"The first round lasted seven min- 
utes, seven seconds and ended when 
Sullivan was thrown by a left A 
тї to the суе knocked down Mit- 
chell m the second round (and 
ended the round) after 50 seconds 
Sullivan finshed the third m three 
minutes, 20 seconds Mitchell threw 
Sullvan m the seventh with a cross- 
buttock throw, and the Englishman 
drew first blood їп the eighth round 
when he made Sulhvan's ear bleed 

"Yes, chimes m granddad, ‘that 
was the way they conducted fights 
in those days Note that first round? 
It lasted over seven minutes How 
could a young fellow of today fight 
a seven-minute round. Pshaw!" 

We make no reply, but carry on 
with the fight, Nothing sensational 
happened from the ге. A few 
hard blows were struck, but the con- 
duct of the contest was not high- 


lighted by anything outstanding So 
we skip the report of the mtervenms 
rounds and pass on to the 39th This 
we do after about & half hour—t 
takes granddad that long to read the 
round by round report And by the 
time he has corme to the 38th round, 
bis comments have been silenced He 
їз in a thoughtful mood 

But the 38th (and last) round ıs 
in progress and we report ıt verbatim 
from the yeliowed pages, by the re- 
Porter, since dead, who was at the 
ringside 

Mitebell jumped at Sullivan and 
missed Sullivan got back Mutual 
femtmz and retreating At last Sul- 
livan made up his mind and let Eo 
his right, but Mitchell pumped back 
out of danger Sullivan prepared to 
lead, but Mitchell broke ground and 
took a walk 


ox r 
Ea eed 


On resuming positions, Sulhvan 
stood waitmg, not liking to venture 
a lead Mitchell came at hum The 
big man was the first to jump away 
across the rmg, upon which Mitchell 
sad “This gs the biggest larie Tve 
ever had, fighting a man so very 
much bigger than myself” 

Sulhvan went to his corner and 
had а drink (Thus was while the 
round was m progress!—Ed), which 
seemed to put new Ме m him, On 
Mitchell leadiny with the left, how- 
ever, mstead of countermy, Sullivan 
got back and did not make the 
slightest effort to return 

At this pomt Sullivan put his hands 
down, and, ırrltated by one, Baldock's 
remarks to Charlie Mitchell, threat- 
ened to find an opponent for Baldock 

Mitchell hit Suilivan on the mouth 
The men had another walk around, 


“Oh, I never let fellows kiss me goodnight on the front 


step. 


Come on inside, there's a sofo” 
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durmg which both conversed with 
thelr friends. The American brigade 
were particularly earnest in their ad- 
vice to Sullivan. 

Mitchell scored with a right to the 
mouth and to Sullivan's ribs Sulli- 
van tried to be tricky, but Mitchell 
was wary "Now then, leta have a 
round,” said Sullivan, The men faced 
each other for a couple of seconds, 
then Sullivan rushed. Mitchell par- 
nied the blows. 

They paused again and Mitchell 
said. "More money in Madison 
Square Garden, John.” Sullivan re- 
pled: "Yes, more sugar.” 

Mitchell hit Sullivan on the jaw, 
adding in a friendly manner, that 
Jt was not in the rıght place Sulli- 
van hit Mitchell on the chest, and 
was trying his right, but Mitchell got 
away. 

Both men went to their corners 
and ware covered with rugs, but the 
timekeeper rermnded them the round 
was not over, and that they could 
begin again whenever they liked. 

The men shifted the гш to higher 
ground and faced each other and 
sparred for several minutes. A by- 
stander remarked that the fight had 
lasted for three hours, “I'll make it 
last six,” sad Mitchell, with а touch 
of sarcasm, "If 1 don't get knocked 
Eun 


Mitchell advanced towards Sulli- 
van, but John rushed and Charlie 
back-moved. Sullivan half led with 
his left, Mitchell drew him, returned 
with his left end Sullivan jerked his 
head back out of distance, after 
which they chnched again. 

They strolled to their corners and 
accepted the attentlon of their sec- 
onds, On resuming hostilities, Mit- 
chell femied and Sullivan jumped 
away. Mitchell repeated the man- 
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oeuvre twice. Sullivan jumped away 
each tune. Sullivan trembled a good 
deal in the legs, and, as he jumped 
back, showed unmistakable signs of 
fatigue. 

Sullivan's second, Phillips, advised 
him to take a walk Mitchell laughed 
and went for а walk humself, He 
strelled over and spoke to spectators. 
They sparred once more, then 
jumped away simultaneously. 

When they resumed, Mitchell ex- 
pressed impatience. A spectator said: 
“Why don’t you make it a draw?” 
Mitchell replied “РД draw if John 
kes.” Sullivan thought It over and 
seid: “ don't mund," So Baldock 
said: "Then shake hands It’s а draw.” 

The seconds Jumped into the ring 
and covered the men with blankets. 

The round had lasted 34 minutes, 
49% seconds, Tha whole Aght lasted 
three hours, 10 münutes, 55 seconds. 

Injuries: Mitchell's left eye was 
almost closed and the parts above 
were swollen The right side of his 
face was unmarked, but his body 
contained bruises, 

Sullivan bore more signs of dam- 
aze, His right eye was closed and 
lus left was closmg. Down the leit 
esr was a clean incision and tha 
lobe was swollen Blood oozed from 
the inside of the eat. On the neck 
were several abresions, also on tha 
front of his body. From his lips and 
позе blood oozed. 

lt wes generally agreed that Mit- 
chell had much the beiter of the 
fight. As he gave away some forty 
pounds m weight to the world bare- 
knuckle champion heavywerght, it 
Was & creditable performance. 

Thus ended the report What-ho, 
granddad, for a fighter taking a walk 
during a round these days. Granddad 

. eranddad, wake up 


OLD, it certainly was, all of forty 
below, but many years in the 
Far North had hardened Frank 
Burton toward frigld temperatures As 
he plunged slong, breakmg trail for 
lus toring dogs, his thoughts moved 
him to smile contentedly to himself. 
Although he had been on the trail 
many days—all the way from the 
hittle-known Black River country— 
he had encountered no other trayel- 
lers He was pleased with the fact, 
for there are times when a man feels 
more comfortable without com- 
panions. Such an oecasion was this, 
for on his carlole, Burton had а for- 
tuna ın dust and nuggets. It had 
cost him many long montbs of toil 
and Joncliness, He meant to keep it. 
Now he was travelling the upper 


reaches of the Mackenzie, In two 
more days he should reach the 
R.CM.P. post at Fort Providence. He 
would leave the fold wlth the 
Mountles, to be shipped out m the 
Spring by boat, and under guard 

Then It happened with the sudden- 
mess that things do happen where 
life 1s raw and men become primitive. 
From a fimber-ringed bank, barely 
fifty yards from the toilmg man and 
dogs, а rifle eracked viciously Burton 
slumped to the snow. 

As the team kader reached the 
recumbent form, he halted, snuffled 
uneasily, then swin/ans a savage head 
toward the bank, he strained at his 
harness and snarled a hate in which 
the other dogs joined, For a man, 
Winchester at the ready, had broken 
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cover and was cautiously approaching 
With a stream of curses and flail- 
mg whip, the man subdued the 
huskies, then, his lips drawn back m 
a merciless erm, he prodded Burton 
with a moceasined foot 
"Quit playmg possum and get up" 
he ordered, and as Burton scrambled 
slowly to Ms feet, he went on- “Only 
fanned you with the first shot, just 
to make you stop. You dropped, figur- 
ing you might have got to your rifle 
afore I got here, eh?” 
He leaned forward, hus Winchester 
threalening. 
"My next bullet won't mss—if you 
don't hand over the gold." 
For a moment Burton eyed the man 
steadily, Langford. The only man 
Who knew that for three years he 
bad been working a well-concesled 
wash m the Black River country. He 
had thought the man might waylay 
him, had prepared for ıt in fact, yet 
"Where 18 117 demanded the other, 
and as the blue muzzle was thrust 
none too gently into his chest, Burton 
.1ealised lus helplessness He nodded 
toward the carole Langford’s eyes 
gleamed bungrily ав he commanded 
“Unioad!” Burton bent to the task, 
tumbling his few possessions onto the 
snow 
As he reached his own Winchester 
he hesitated With a malignant grin 
Langford stretched out his hand 
Reluctantly Burton handed the wea- 
pon to him More stuff he unloaded, 
until, reachmg the sled's floor, he 
uncovered twelve small buckskin 
pouches 
"Don't move tl I get back.” Know- 
ang now that Burton was unarmed, 
Langford turned and strode toward 
the bank Seconds later he returned, 
driving hus own team Muzzled, Bur- 
ton noted, to prevent outery. For a 
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team vesting will scent and greel 

other dogs, whereas dogs on the run 
strainmg against galling breaststraps, 
wall remam quiet 

“Pile em on!" Silently Burton 
loaded the pouches onto the other 
sled. His silence seemed to puzzle 
Langford. Suddenly, suspicious, he 
commanded: "Open one! Burton 
obeyed and let a trickle of dully 
gleaming yellow flakes sift through 
his fingers, Langford grinned his 
satısfaction, then — 

"Three years ago you were pros- 
pechng around same as me You 
happens to drift mto the only shack 
їп the Black River country, just in 
ume io anterfere Just as old Loony 
Tom was about to tell me where the 
handful of dust he had m hus cabin 
came from, That was just sheer bad 
luck for me—at the time” 

"And Tm damned glad 1 did!” The 
rush of feeling the recollection caused 
forced the words from Burton "You 
were using stinking methods to make 
а poor old ptospeciur give away the 
location of a claim it had taken him 
years to find!" 

Anger ako fared up in Langford 
Thrusimg his face forward he snarled 
"Td Hke to shoot you mght here and 
now for what you did then, You 
climbs my frame afore I can reach 
a gun, beats me up, and makes me 
head out without grub or a тше!" 

"You ran of your own accord,” re~ 
minded Burton, "I would have given 
you food had you waited? 


“Well, I айл", For three weeks 1 
nigh starved. but being summer, 
there was berries Then I hits s 
trading post They outfits me but I 
had to work for ıt. When I did gei 
back to the cabin I found nothing 
but a grave and the shack empty 
And no trail leading any place So 


I decides to wait for you coming 
out It's sure paid me to,” he ended 
with a chuckle 

"Hes" it?” Burton's tone was grum 
"The first post we strike I shall tell 
everything How you hastened Loony 
"Tom's death, held me up and robbed 
me." 

"That's a joke Langford chuckled 
outright, "Amt you lwed long 
enough yet to know that in any 
court of law one man’s word агаш 
another don't cerry no weight at 
allen 

"How about leading the Mounties 
to Tom's corpse? Isn't that evidence? 
There will still be marks on the 
bones.” 

Langford laughed uproarıously 
"You think Pm soft, eh? D'you sup- 
pose the wolves bave left any 
bones?" 

"Tom's body was buried too deeply 
for wolves—" Burton broke off at 
the expression on the other man’s 
face “You damned ghoul" he fin- 
ished with а gasp 

“That's enough hard names.” Lang- 
ford lurched to hus feet, “I'd like to 
shoot, but this stuff wouldn't be no 
use fo » feller with his head in a 
noose, and thats whit it would 
mean, 'Cos dead men shoved through 
the ice usually fioats to the feet of 
some nosey Mountie when the thaw 
comes" Burton shuddered, im spite 
of himself, at the man's callousness 

Langford broke ın on his thoughts 

"You can repack your load, I'm 
heading through You can tail along 
belund me to Providence I won't 
sleep tonight, and tomorrow night 
well be there PI declare my load 
there and give you back your rifle 
E I get shot from then mto Water- 
ways, knowing whet І had on my 
load the Mountes'll get you for 


sure 1 swore Id get you, Burton, 
and 1 have I'm calhng it quiis" 
With that he moved on. 

As he bent about the task of re- 
loading Ins sled, Burton’s lips were 
twrted mio а mem smile "Quits, 
eh?” The dogs lifted pomted ears as 
the words fell from their master's 
hps "Мо, Langford," he muttered, as 
he tightened the thongs, "we are not 
even yet I nursed old Tom back to 
health, and he gave me the location 
of ms claim ss you figured ha would, 
Came back from one trip with dust 
end found hum dead, just died from 
old age and the injuries he received 
st your hands And then and there, 
I swore over his body that Id sce 
that you were punished” 

He straihtened up, stared after 
the fast-dwindling speck that was 
Langford and his team, and again he 
spoke aloud 

"I can't prove Tom's case, but I 
can prove this robbery. You walked 
night into the trap" Be picked up 
the dog whip “Robbery under arms 
in the North means at least five 
years Now, mush, you huskies!" 

“Two teams headmg this way, 
Corp" Constable Moore, of the Fort 
Providence detachment, lowered his 
field glasses and turned, crmning, to 
face Таз superior officer reclining on 
a bunk m all thd disarray of un- 
dress “Better rouse out and shave," 
he added "The dignity of the Force 
comes before personal comfort." 

Protestimgly, Corporal Spence did 
so, Thirty minutes later two spiek 
and span troopers awaited the ar- 
rival of the teams. 

Then Spence commented upon 
what could now be seen with the 
naked eye. The teams were travel- 
Ting a full mule spartin a country 
where companionship is much 
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sought! Which was very strange. 
"Know what that means?” He ES 

dressed the constable, "Two parinars, 
nerves frayed by the solitude, quar- 
relled, Bet they'll spl a yarn about 
each one wanting to murder and then 
roh the other We'll treat them gently, 
feed them, put them up tonight, and 
send them on ther way in the mor- 
ing with their arms around each 
other,” 

"The constable zrinned, thoi 

knew the Corporal words 2а е 
tied. He knew the North, knew that 
living together for too long will set 
men at one 

ma anothers throats over 

What the Mounties did not know 
was that the men drawing rapidly 
nearer wera not pariners, That the 
reason for their travelling so far 
apart was a grim one And the grin 
on Langford’: face, as a few mmutes 
later be urged his team up the steep 
bank, gava no hint of what had 
taken place less than forty-ewht 
hours ago, 


“Howdy, fellers" Langford ex- 


tended a hand. "How's chances to 
lay over tonight? Got а valuable 
load" He winked extravagantly, 

"Yes?" Spence answered, "Who ie 
the other man?" 

"Feller 1 met up with yesterday." 
V 
towerd the pe "His dogs am't so 
good so I've been breaking trail for 
'em. 1 tfunk he'a been alone too 
Jong,” He tapped his forehead sis- 
nificantly, The policeman exchanged 
glances, but remained silent until 
Burton halted їп the compound, 

“Come far?” The corporal addressed 
both men impertially, as, greetings 
Over, he and the constable assisted 
in the task of unhitchiny the dogs 

All of twelve hundred; from the 
Black Raver country.” Burton faced 
the Mountie squarely as he ай it. 

"Your animals are in good shape.” 
Spence glanced at Burton's team, ad- 
Eph "Better than this other 

lows, Why did you le 
Santry eae yo t him break 

“His idea” Burton's tone was grim, 
Leaning over he whispered’ "Keep 


"Dan't yank se hard!” 
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your side arms handy, Corporal, 1 
have an idea there's going to be а 
showdown in a few minutes.” 

"M'mi" Spence gave him a keen 
Лепсе, and turned to Langford. 

"Where are you from?" 

„Just from Silver Lake” Langford 
replied, grinning, "Been living native 
all winter" Hastily, he added’ "Had 
to, account of a busted leg, For two 
years afore that I was pennmg in 
the Gold Creek district,” 

"Any luck?" 

„Just what you see. Told you I had 
a valuable load" With the words 
Langford threw back the canvas load 
cover, revealing the buckskin 
pouches. 

"What's your meal ticket—pelta?” 
Corporal Spence turned to Burton, 
mt the same time stepping back #0 
that he could watch both men. 

“No; 1 also have been prospecting.” 

"Any luck?” The corporal's words 
cut like a pistol shot through & 
silence that had suddenly become in- 
tense, 

"Yes, thanks to an old prospector 
who took me in as partner," 

Burton's reply made Langford start; 
then he grinned confidently 

"Where's your stuff?" 

"Part of it is on that тапа load." 

“Не robbed you?" 

“Жез” 

"Corp, he's crazy, 1 tell you." Lang- 
ford strode to the corporal’s side. 
Unobtrusively the constable stepped 
in between him and his rifle. 

"Tall your story," The corporal ad- 
dressed Burton, at the same time 
shoving Langford to one slde. Briefly, 
Burton recounted what had taken 
place, ending witht "He dropped my 
rife for me to pick up at the foot 
of the bank bere, where we ware 
hidden from your view.” 


“Whata your reply?" Spence shot 
it at Langford. 

"Lies, Corp, nothing but lies! When 
1 met up with hum I'd had a spill. 
He saw me relondinz. Helped me m 
fact, The mght of the gold’s got him.“ 

Mm!” The corporal walked over to 
the pouches. Opening one he spilled 
some of Из contents into his palm, 
weighed the sack, thoughtfully. He 
inquired of Langford. 

"You are a miner?” 

"Yeah, been prospecting for years. 
and 1 washed every bit of that dust 
myself. Knew Td struck it rich and 
worked it to а finish” Tha corporel 
Jet bum talk, Langford went on: 

olt made а heavy load for me 
dogs, but what's a dog team matter 
to me now?” 

"Not a thing for the next few 
years, In the presence of witnesses 
you've convicted yourself" The cor- 
poral's tone was frigid, "You are un- 
der arrest for ermed robbery. Grab 
‘im, Moore!" In a trace tha bracelets 
were on. 

„A miner for years Washed it ай 
himself, Knew gold when he saw Gu 
The speaker was Corporal Spence, 
ar, supper Бета over he was check- 
ing the bass of gold dust Burton 
had removed from the foot of his 
sleeping bag. 

» was touch and go for а time, 
though,” Burton replied, “but 1 DES 
ured that lf he held me up his hands 
would be, busy with a rifle. Other- 
wise, had һа hfted one of the sacks, 
ite weight would have told him 
everything; then he'd have stripped 
my bedroll. 

"Mica dust, fool's gold,” ba want 
on, "yet it saved the real gold. But 
best of all, | kept my vow made 
over my old partner Tom's body 
Тот, we'll call it quits.” 
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CAVALCADE woo 


HOME OF THE MONTH 


CAVALCADE suggests this small two-bedroom home as being suit- 

able for rural and semi-rural areas and the outer suburbs Built in 
tember and stone, or timber and brick it is designed to harmonise 
with a setting of natural trees and a foreground garden of an informal 
character. When a house 15 small. simplicity of treatment is the recipe 
for success and this basic requirement has been in the forefront of 
the defigner’s mind. 

The large hinng room has room in it for a dining corner and there 
и also a hinged table in the cooking recess for breakfast and other 
informal occasions The hing room opens out on to a paved terrace 
through a glass door and full height windows. The terrace 1s almost 
completely covered, making it far more practical than the fully open 
tenace 

The cooking recess is small, but fully equipped There is no 
waste space, but overcrowding has been avoided Each bedroom has 
a large built-in wardrobe and there is a roomy linen cupboard, as 
well as а coat cupboard in the entrance hail 

The plan presupposes a separate laundry or one attached to 
the garage or carport 

The overall area of this two-bedroom home is 945 square feet 
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WEAPONS OF WAR 

From about 1900 to 1914, countless 
men in three continents had their 
faces lacersted while travelling in 
public vehicles, Reason? Women's hat 
pins. The men rebelled and laws 
banning their use were passed In 
various cities in USA, England, 
France, Austrie and Germany. 
‘Women vigorously protested and, 
after the be;nnning of World War 
1, police did not bother to enforce 
the lew. When the war was over, 
bobbed haw and small hats became 
the fashion, thus eliminating the hat 
pin. Now, what about passing s law 
against umbrellas in the streets? 
INCOGNITO 

Jesse James, the infamous outlaw, 
died in 1832, hut still some men claim 
to be the notorious outlaw. Of course, 
these claimants аге old men—very 
doddery. However, recently а youth 
of eighteen claimed he wes Jesse 
James When it war pointed out that 
James, if aliva would ba very old, 
the young man replied, “Ah, but 1 
found the fountain of youth," 
NO SHOE LEATHER 

Tn Wisconsin, USA, a certain 
gentleman has been preaching for 
years against the wearing of boots 
He says it is bad for the health to 
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cover the feet with shoes and sox. 

He goes without shoes winter and 
summer, wet or ílne—and he hae 
never had a cold. 


NUMBER PLEASE 

America hes come to light with an- 
other claim to world honours, This 
time it is that they have the world’s 
smallest pulpit. It is in СЫсаро and 
the pulpit is a phone box, The mun- 
ister is the Rev. Charles Kary, whe 
mts in the pbóne box answerınıt 
scores of calls daly. In the two 
years he has been operating ав tele- 
phone minister, he has answered 
47,000 calls, His congregation are 
people who would rather pray over 
the phone or want to Tisten to splrit- 
unl advice over the phone than go 
to church Mr. Kary now has four 
churchmen to assist him. 


ONLY A BREEZE 

The citizens of Hurricane Gulch, 
California, have got up a petition 
seeking io change the name of their 
town to Zephyr Valley. And, you 
have heard of the expression, “mak- 
mg a mountain out of а molehill” 
—well, the citizens of Molehill, West 
Virginia, were granted permission to 
chenge the name of their town to 
Mountain. 


GUS SORENSEN 


QN me used. yand-lashed East 
Coast of the North Island of 
New Zealand a shy, nuggety Maori 
boy was seated on the mud floor of 
bis shack having a meal Ihenga was 
his name and the food he was con- 
summg with relish was a pile of 
shellfish, & pot of puha, a native 
medicinal plant rich m iron, and à 
pint of seawater which he drank 
daily. 

Thenge, only fifteen, was having his 
final meal before exhibitme his 
famous act-an astonishing feat of 
strength—which had become the talk 
in the isolated Maori villages along 
the Coast. Not particularly tall, the 
colour of golden syrup, Ihenga was 
hroad as в door with outstanding 


THEY MADE 
WITH THE 
MUSCLE 


They snap chains and lift ton 
welghts. Lucktiy for the normal indi- 
vidual, there are few auch strong men 


muscular development. Wiping his 
thick hps, he got to his fect and 
with as much ease as а normal adult 
would carry s chair he smpped hus 
prop, s heavy, hardwood platform 
and carried it outside. 


There wes an assembly of Maora 
from other villages to see the per- 
formance, for today, Ihenga was 
after new honours He threw a flax 
mat on the ground, then before lying 
flat on bis back on it, he looked at 
the ten men who were to play thar 
part. He then got into position by 
drawmg up hus knees, but with his 
feet stili firmly planted on the mat, 
and with elbows resting on the mut 
and ius palms open, he relaxed 
while four hefty Maoris adjusted the 
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platform on his knees and palms The 
tan men climbed onto the platform 
and tha strong boy had no trouble 
supporting bis thousand-pound 
weight 

Tt was hus greatest achievement io 
date, but he was to go on breaking 
his own records At the age of eighte 
сеп he could support in th» кашг 
way a burden of 2,000 Ibs 

How did he do 11? Well he bad 
extraordinary strength, But Ihenga 
claimed that the food and drink he 
took was the reason However, he 
shed m hus early twenties and it is 
said that the cause was a stramed 
heart 

Abother character whose strong 
feats meluded supporting а human 
grandstand was the French-Canadian, 
Louis Cyr. His tally on the platform 
was twenty men, but Cyr, unlike 
Ihenga, had reached maturity when 
he performed bin mighty achieve- 
ment. 

They say that women are the. 
weaker sex! But before agreeing, look 
at the records of Madame Else, She 
could hoist а 700 15, dumbbell across 
her shoulders and support a pair of 
he-men pendulums swingmg from 
each end, 

Then there was the mighty Miss 
Darnett who was ЪШей as the 
"Sinang Strong Lady.” She, too, got 
down to earth with her act On her 
feet and palms rested a platform on 
which was a piano and pianist. And 
while the music flowed, the rmgbiy 
‘Miss obliged with a song 

Sandwma might ring a clear bell, 
but m case you didn’t know she was 
the mother of the universally famed 
Eugene Sandow, acclaimed by even. 
some of his rivals to be the strongest 
man who ever lived, Sandwina was 
as aqually famous for her physical 
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feats Blue-eyed, flaxan-haied, pow- 
erfully built on masculine ines, she 
performed with great success in the 
circuses of Central Europe, Once on 
a railway station while two porters 
were struggling under the weight of 
her trunk she advised them to put 
1t down for a rest Then, before their 
rogrlinr eyes, she picked up the 
trunk and smiling st them carried xt 
onto the train, 

Among Sandwine’s gear were two 
100 Ib. weights which she used to 
pick up with each of her Little 
fingers. Son Eugene could tear a pack 
of playing cards into halves, quar- 
ters and finally mto eightbs and on 
bis steel-hard 48-m chest he would 
rest a bridge weighing 800 Ibs. over 
which was driven a horse and charot 
with two passengers, the total weight 
Бету 2,200 lbs! 

Sandow would, for a change from 
Juggling with terrific weights and 
picking up human carro, drape а 
horse over his shoulders, However, 
he was not the only strong man to 
do this 

Perhaps one of the most spectacuiar 
and most dangerous feats of strength 
was that performed by a courtier of 
Francis the Furst The courtier was 
Francis of Vivonne, a giant of a man 
who was a winner with the women 
and a dead loss as fer кз popularity 
was concernad with the men. 

One afternoon a jealous courtier 
challenged him to a feat thet sounded 
ike certam suleide. Francis listened, 
thought a bit, then roared with 
laughter and accepted the challenge 
{о go mio an arena with a bull and 
stop its charge by grabbing the horns 

Until the time of the event Francis 
let it be known that be was not in 
the least bit afraid and if there ware 
any doubts and scepticism about his 


bravery they were soon quelled 
when the interested yathermg saw 
him calmiy waiting m the arena for 
the bull to appear He filled in the 
tame bowmg to his audience and 
blowing kisses at the ladies 

Than the great beast padded mio 
the arena, snorting It lowered its 
head and рамей the earth it tossed 
Its head angrily, bellowed and glow- 
ered at its potential yichm Man and 
beast looked at cach other. Then the 
bull charged the buman wall The 
crowd rose and from their lips es- 
caped a tremendous gasp Followed 
а bush as the beast thundered on, 
kicking up feathers of dust Francis, 
with amazing agility, stepped to one 
side, lus big hands and brawny arms 
gripping the horns. With rigid body, 
sweat-studded face, knotted muscles 
and almost burstmg vens he held 
dus grip. When he did finally re- 
lease it, he was safely away while 
the puzzled animal was deciding 
what had happened. 

Abnormal strength of the hands, 
fingers and arms 1s a prommen} fea- 
ture with strong men, Hacken- 
schmidt could pick up a weight of 
660 Tb with one hand. Maurice of 
Saxony could snap iron horseshoes 
between his fingers like matches, and 
om onc occasion when be had dif- 
culty withdrawing the bung from а 
bottle he solved the problem by im- 
provising a corkscrew from a long 
narl to which he gaye the necessary 
spiral turns with his fingers. 

Don Boyle, an Irish farmer, de- 
lighted audiences by lifünr а man 
о the ground on ta s borse using 
only one hand 

The teeth, too, have been put to 
work for some entertaining and 
amazing feats Alex Marsball, а Lon- 
doner, turned on a good performance 


by pullmg for fifty yards ralwey 
goods waggons weighing twenty tons 
A fellow countryman, Dick Wiliams, 
liked to bold aloft a twelve stone 
man and with a weight of 112 Iba 
held between his teeth take them 
both for a walk 

Young Apollo (real name, Ander- 
son) of Melbourne, Ausiraha, pulled 
a tram of four carrines—total weight, 
four tons—with his teeth He did a 
number of fantastic things, like sup- 
porting a piano, = 12-stone man play- 
ing it and a nine-stone tap dancer on 
the ld 

Of the Enghsh strong men and for 
versatile achievements of muscular 
power, Thomas Topham figures High 
on the list The meaty-calved, bull- 
necked und barrel-chested Topham 
could hft with lus teeth and hold for 
ап unlimited time, a wooden table 
six feet long with a 56 lb. weicht 
set on its far end He could, with 
ease, roll up in his fingers the pew- 
ier pistters which were m fashion 
at that tune, and strike an iron 
poker on hus forearm until it was 
bent to a right angle Across the 
back of his neck he would place am 
Ion bar end, gripping the two ends 
would bend it mio a U shape, then, 
with a similar action, would restore 
the bar to its origmal shape 

Topham’s most celebrated feat was 
demonstrated at Derby m 1141 Tt was 
an open air performance for which 
Topham war canted permission by 
the authorities In a cleer space a 
stag was erected It was con- 
structed of four wooden uprights, two 
platforms and a pair of rails on top 
of the structure On the bottom plat- 
form were threa casks chamed to- 
gether у i 

The spectators were first enter- 
tamed by the thirty-years-old husky 
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who demonstrated nms bar-bendmy 
end pewter-crushing routme. Then, 
when Topham began to climb the 
stagıng the crowd moved in like a 
wave and packed tight around it, On 
the top tand the strong man leaned 
over m a bowmg movement and 
slapped a broad band of leather across 
the hack of his neck. The two ends 
of the leather were connected to 
heavy chams which passed through 
an opening in the stage Topham was 
standing on. The danghng chams 
were then fastened to the chains 
around the cask, Then, Topham took 
a grip of the rails and with his 
feet firmly set and wide apart started 
to straighten from bis leanıng posi- 
tion, There was « creaking of chams, 
an awed gasp of admiration from 
the spectators as the inree casks 
filled with water and weighing a total 
of 1536 pounds were danelme clear 
of the bottom stage. 

"The feat of rasmg terrific weights 
from stagings has been adepted hy 
most strong men over the years a d 
even ammsls and а cannon heva been 
used A powerful German named Van 
Eckehurg, astride a construction 
similar to Topham’s, sustained the 
weight of a large cannon suspended 
from hls waist And for entertain- 
ment coupled with strenzth, the per- 
formance of William Bankier 15 mem- 
orable, Bankier was employed with a 
crews snd twice a day would ЫҢ 
and support from his neck a one 
and a half ton elephant, 

Don Athaldo is an Australian who 
has performed some amazing feats of 
strength. Among them, be has car- 
med a horse up a ladder, has lifted 
a car weighing one ton 15 ewts, and 
has shupped chams across his chest, 

A seventeenth century notable was 
the ggsnüe Witham Joyce, of Kent, 
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who excited admiration and interest 
by hus remarkable feats of strength. 
Joyce notched up notoncty at Hamp- 
stead when, in the presenca of a 
big gathering, he uprooted a tree 
а yard and a half in circumference 
snd an estimated weight of 2000 
lbs. 

їп 1699, he went to Kensington 
Palaca and exhiblied his amazing 
strength before King William, His 
Majesty was excited at meetmp Joyce 
and opened the conversation with a 
leading question ss to bow much 
the big boy was capable of liftme 
Joyce sav? thst he would have no 
trouble ifüng a ton or over, The 
King iuked hard at him but made 
по comment snd was even more 
doubtful when he saw the great 
chunk of lead brought to the Palace, 
which weighed one ton fourteen 
pounds, Joyce saw the King eyemg 
him keenly and the nobler nudging 
and whispering, Be bent down and 
came up with the weht. The as- 
tounded Wilham and nobles cheered 
and praised hım. 

But Joyce’s entertamment didn’t 
finish there A hawser-thick rope 
was brought on the scene, One end 
was fed around Joyce's waist and 
the other to a strong horse Joyce 
told hrs audience that the horse could 
not move him The animal was whip- 
ped into action, but Joyce stood firm 
55 a concrete pillar, Looking at the 
astomshed faces Joyce carried on and 
taking the rope tora it apart Then 
he pui his arms around a thick post, 
and with a mighty tug snapped it 
King Wilham was well-pleased with 
the afternoon's entertsimment and re- 
warded Joyee handsomely. 

Are strong men and strong women 
born or made? You can argue that 
out for yourself, It’s another story, 


HE SHIP THAT 


After 41 years’ service, the Hygeia had to be 
demolished. But rhe fought to the bitter end, 


OU bke a man with guts. A man 

who'll have a xo. You like the fel- 
low who hits back, scrambling over 
all the obstscles they can throw in his 
way, and going on until he wins out 
or he cant go on any more. You 
might even hate him, but you'll hand 
it to the man who'll fight to the hit- 
ter and ‘There'd be no end, only 
his lungs won't lift, his blood halks, 
his heart arts Uke a silent pendulum. 
In these men the body fail end is 
finished first, the sprit dies lest. 

Ships are like men, Some ships. 
Some men. They have the same souls 


FOUGHT BACK 


D'ARCY NILAND 


and they have the same characters. 

The great chppers that caught the 
winds of last century—they were 
Tike that. So were the famous Pacific 
steamers. They Һай pride and heart 
and their honour was а ssered thing. 
But Tm thinkmg of a lesser- 
known vessel, a common paddler, and 
to her III diva the palm, for in my 
mund sha had tha greatest tenacity 
and personality of them all. 

This ship, the Hygeia, rehelled 
dramatically agamst her death sen- 
dence, drove a man to the grave, and 
bred s superstition of invincilulity. 
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A men slipped on ап escal- 
ator and shd to the bottom 
Half-way down he colhded 
with а woman, knocked ber 
down and the two contmued 
to the bottom together, After 


they reached the bottom, the 
women, still dazed, continued 
to sit on the man’s chest He 
looked up and politely sext 
“Tm sorry, madam, but the 
ı8 ав far ar I go” 


Glascow-made, of 987 tons, sbe 
paddled her way from Greenock to 
Hobson's Bay in 1890, and all Mei- 
bourne turned out to welcome her, 
for she was the largest vessel en- 
gaged m the excursion trade, mag- 
uificently appointed, and licensed to 
carry 2,000 passengers. 

The voyage took nearly three 
months, and like a tourme celebrity 
accorded a unique reputation, the 
Hygeia honoured with her visits 
Gibraltar, Malta, Port Said, Aden and 
Colombo, she came down through 
Torres Strait and called at Brisbane 
and Sydney 

At all these ports she attracted 
great crowds who greeted her with 
warmth and admiration But Mel- 
bourne embraced her with pride апа 
loy When, soon after arrivel. she 
sat in the Alfred Graving Dock at 
Wilhamstown while the pamters 
worked on her, thousands flocked to 
see and talk about her She was 300 
feet long, with a beam of 32 feet and 
a depth of 11 feet three inches I 
saw her at that time and there was 
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no mood on her There was only a 
sense of luxury, an аш of comfort 
and aristocratie good-breedme 

With 800 guests aboard, her owners, 
James Huddert and Ernest Parker, 
gave her a їла] gallop and a christen- 
ing m Port Phiſim Bay The bunting 
fluttered ın the wind and the hands 
played. She squared up to face 
41 years of service without an acci- 
dent 

Melbourne thought of her as Syd- 
ney thinks of the Harhour Bridge 
You couldn't visit the southern cap- 
atal but what ғ mun would ask you 
Have you seen the Hygeia yet? You 
could huy into a fight with a stranger 
3n any pub if you were rash enough 
to voice criticism or even offer to 
peddle comparisons. Apart from diag- 
emp you of to sec this wonder of 
Victoria, ihe Melbourman was keen 
to tell you all he could about her 
that, for mstance, as well as being 
the finest pleasure boat m the world 
she could probably lick any other 
when ıt came to speed At her trıals 
she made 228 knots, and that was as 
Hood as 23 miles an hour, Famous 
people walked her aur: and teak 
decks, sdmured her sycamore panel- 
ling, relaxed ın her erimson-plushed 
chars 

When the Duke and Duchess of 
Cornwall and York—Ister King 
George V end Queen Mary—came m 
1901 to open the first Federal Parha- 
ment m the Exbubiton Budding, it 
was only natural that the Hygeia be 
commussmned to carry them from the 
Royal yscht Ophir Bands played, 
crowds swarmed, cheering and wav- 
ing flags Decorations smothered the 
vessel, garish and gay There were 
reporters and photographers and 
prides of sldermen It was an hour 


f wlory for the Hygeia us she 
ought her royal passengers to the 
. Kilda Pier for the official wel- 
ите The glory was repeated nearly 
cnty years lster when she was 
lected to take His Royal Hishness 
fhe Prince of Wales to St Kilda. 
Then cams the evil blight of the 
depression. Children ened with 
hunger. Ruıned men sucıded from 
fall buldings Razred men looked 
through closed gates mto weedy 
factory yards The Bay trade lapsed 
The Hynele Jay ted up day after 
dey, It was 1931 
The blow fell on June 15 of the 
same year when she was sold to 
H. W Morns, machmery merchant, 
for dismanthng Morrıs was under 
a bond of £1,000 to sink the hull 
outside the heads 
The shipbreakers fell on her as the 
barbarians fell on the temples of cul- 
fure Aloneside the Railway Pier at 
Port Melbourne she was broken up, 
yielding twenty tons of saleable brass 
and copper from her engine and 
һойег rooms, steam and electric 
machinery, scrap mon and steel from 
the mam engines, saloon filtmes, deck 
timbers and furmshmes. Oxyacety- 
lene cut the 25-ton crankshaft into 
four parts for shifting 

Finally, the Hygew was stripped 
naked. She stood л shm, shapely 
skeleton smouldering: in just resent- 
ment For there were stil years of 
hfe m her. The great 25-feet paddles 
could have gone on churmmg for 
rnother generation. In her lifetime 
she had carried more than 3,000,000 
passengers, and now this was the end. 
She was towed hy the tur 
Keera to the Yarra crane, where her 
borlers were lifted out. That com- 
pleted the desecration She was ready 


for her {ast ігар, from which she 
would not return Аѕ a condemned 
man waits, sbe waited, and as а 
rumour of hope sometimes filters m- 
to the Ше of the condemned man, 
fo it filtered into hers There was 
talk of her ending her days as & 
breakwater, but the Department of 
Ports and Harbours, with tbe un- 
successful example of snother ves- 
sel m mind, decided aeanst it. 

The ceremonia] formalities had to 
he obeyed On August 25, 1931, she 
was to be buried And st one o'clock 
the tug Eagle, using a double tow- 
lne of steel and hemp, 45 fathoms 
long, towed her burden down the bay. 
Then the trouble quickly started. The 
northerly wmd, which had been 
blowing since mornmg, increased m 
velocity, And 16 might have been 
that the wmd and the paddler were 
m league, for that wind brought up 
one of the roughest seas known in 
the Bay The hulk with her shallow 
draught was tossed dangerously in 
the lumpy waters, and the tug, beset 
with difficulties, made slow headway 

The gale leaped up to forty miles 
an hour, gathering force, gnashing 
the waters mto trenches and rainy 
mountainous billows Captam Webb, 
commander of the Eagle, hed no 
sooner decided to tura back to port 
than the cable snapped, and the hulk 
was adrift, with her crew of two 
end s cargo of dynamite. These two 
men, Hans Larsen and Albert Smith, 
steermg the Hygeta with a jury rud- 
der, were io have set the fuse and 
explode the charge 

Marooned on the skeleton ship, 
with her open decks end the tower- 
ing waves bresking over her, Larsen 
and Smith told а dramatic story: 
how the Earle, with press reporters 
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and photographera aboard, chased 
the recalcitrant prisoner, how for 
four hours they tried to haul abourd 
а second towline, end how finally 
when they had made It fast around 
one of ths bulk's bollards, a buga 
rolling wave heaved the tug aloft and 
snapped it like string. 

The exhausted men thought it was 
indeed the end when, in the gather- 
ing dark, the rebel ship drifted over 
the shallows of Mud Island, the 
Bay’s greatest danger area, and her 
keel struck and grated on the bot- 
tom. 

After cluding her pursuers the 
Hygeia wallowed as it with relish ın 
the heavy sess that exploded on her 
open decks She was the freed cap- 
fave, and she seemed to know, by 
some uncanny miracle of instinct, 
how to master the ruthless waters 
end evade the treacherous sandbanks 
After dnfting thirty-five miles in 
eight hours she was grounded on 
the beach at Rosebud, She was car- 
Tied over a sandbank, end it looked 
as if she could never be refloated 
Fishermen rescued Smith and Lar- 
sen early next morning, 


It seemed as if the Нуке had 
stranded herself at the right place 
to ensure permanency of survival, 
for Hosebud’s residents wanted tha 
vessel kept on the beach as a break- 
water for the fishing (lect and con- 
verted into a refreshment kiosk, but 
the Harbour Trust officials were 
adamant. They said the hulk would 
become a danger to boats and an 
obstruction on the beach, 

In December, Morris, its owner, 
was threatened with lepal action un- 
Jess he shifted the bulk. He worried 
himself into a nervous breakdown 
from which he died in March, 1932 
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Three months later, the Ports and 
Harbours Department attempted to 
Pump out the hulk and refoat it, 
when Morris's executors would be 
celled upon to fulfil the terms of the 
bond and smk the hull. 

They refused to let ber stay, They 
were determmed to conquer her in- 
donutability, and it was a man named 
Wilhams, a brilliant engineer of the 
Ports end Harbours Department, who 
ultimately defeated ber, He impro- 
vised the motors end winches used 
їп shifting the vessel almost single- 
handed, and was highly praised for 
accomphshing what seemed an im- 
possible iask, On June 3, after ten 
months defiance, the hulk was re- 
floated. 


Six days Inter the steamer Rip 
towed the Hygeia four miles outside 
the heads, 


Her temporary crew had rigged the 
hulk fore and aft with flags so that 
she would sink with colours lyme. 
Xt was as if she was drumsed, as if 
she didn’t know there was a thun- 
der-bed of explosive in her bowels. 
One minute she was sitting there on 
the ses, the next she jerked with 
the shock end wes cripplod. She 
shpped down by the stern in slow 
agony. Her bow reared The am 
romed ond whistled from her. It blew 
out her forward deck planks with the 
clap of avalanches, She slid and 
plunged 35 fathoms below, leaving 
a pool of foam and a wrack of tim- 
ber Blasts from the old steamer 
Oonsh were her only valedictory. 

You've seen a big tree fall. It leans 
on the sky, stunned with атал 
ment, then slowly it topples and its 
Ме js gone But the amazement re- 
mains She went Uke that, the olu 
Hygela, a ship with guts 


CROWING IS 


Cock-fighting is a cruel pastime 
which gamed popular favour in 
Australia during last century 


(COCEFIGHTING, one-time sport of 
Enghsh Kings, once had a tre- 
mendous week-end followmg m and 
around Sydney, and Sunday was a 
day when many roads led to mul- 
tiple scenes of the Sghting “prt.” 
In its heyday 1t hed probably the 


greatest following of any “under 
cover” pastime m Sydney's history 

The popularity of cockfightmg 
around Sydney was at its peak dur- 
ing the second half of lest century, 
and m meny districts it was staged 
in a really big wey, more or less m 
open defiance of the law. 

Heavy fines for offenders caught 
red-handed m police raids drove 
operators underground, and ıt was 
stamped out, except for very closely- 
guarded contests, 

That 1t survived so long ıs amazing 
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A SIGN 


OF COURAGE 


FRANK SNOW 


A more sickening sight than that of 
two steel he-spurred hirds m deadly 
combat is hard to imagine (The 
writer witnessed an elaborately- 
staged cockfight ın Belgium in 1917.) 

We must, however, acknowledge 
that ıt developed for Austraha a new 
local breed of poultry—the Australian 
Game. This Variety, exclusive to 
Sydney and the Hawkeshury dis- 
tricts, 15 derived from the breeding 
pens which once supphed uvmg fod- 
der for the fightmg “pits,” and the 
110 entrants m that particular cluss 
at e recent Royal Easter Show were 
ther direct descendants—bred, this 
time, for show, not slaughter. 

The first game fowl m Australia 
were introduced by British атту 
officers stationed at Parramatta The 
original birds, the old-style British 


passed into the hands of 
nlians, who, hy steady crosa- 
reedmg, mamly with Malays and 
dian varetes, produced what was 
own first as the Colonial Game, 
md later re-named Australan Game 
According to records, the Australian. 
"breed soon outclassed the old British 
Game for stamima, and m some re- 
spects possessed greater fighting 
qualities. 

Breeders of fiphtng-bmds were 
known as "cockers", Many of them 
built up their own particular strains 
Men items of trammg diet for the 
fighters Included port wie, sponge- 
cake, hsrd-boued egm, and stale 
hresd soaked in warm beer 
Breeding was manly centred on 
Parramatta, Liverpool, Windsor, 
Richmond end Campbelltown, al- 
though any amount of smaller hreed- 
ers were located m suburbs nearer 
town, notably Burwood, Redfern end 
Balmam, Big meetings were held 
regularly at out-of-the-wey spots 
throughout the Hawkeshury district, 
but most suburban areas had them 
ovm followings, staging local con- 
tests, which were sometimes located 
richt in the municipal area, such аз 
at Busheutters’ Bay snd Woolloo- 
mooloo. 

A strenger bed no difficulty in lo- 
eatmg the nearest «осіб. All he 
had to do was keep an alert eye 
for the familar Sunday-mornmgs 
sicht of erafty-lookimg men, usually 
in pairs, wallang along with sugar- 
hars on their backs, and prohably 
with a set of grocer’s weighing scales 

Contests were usually well-or gan- 
ased, and the location of "piis" (fight- 
img-ring) carefully selected, both for 
seclusion and spectators’ space Some 
of the big meetings attracted hun- 
dreds of supporters from all ranks 


of hfe, from rich men to dead-hents 

Prize money varied from £5 to £50 
e fight, sometimes higher, The main 
feature, of course, was the prolific 
side-betüng on every contest, 

The pit“ was generally а 12-foot 
wide circle, walled with shallow can- 
vas, in the middle of a clear patch 
of ground A line having the errele 
was the “scratch”, and two smal 
squares at opposite ring-sides were 
the "sete", 

Buds were matched on their 
weight, the average firhtmg-weight 
bemg from Sib to ôl They were 
weizhed down to the last 4 oz. 

After matehing came the sinister 
business of attachmg the spurs. Fix- 
ing of these deadly weapons, each 
two Inches Jong and shaped llke & 
surgical needle, was a fine art. They 
were held п positon by a ring 
which went round the bird's leg 
near its natural spur-siump, and 
over which a small soft leather-pad 
was deftly bound, crosswise, with 
wax-twine 

Before the hirds were allowed m 
the ring ther spurs were exammed 
to see that they were smooth-pomted 
snd not sword-edged. 

Each bird was then taken to the 
ring hy a man called a "holder" 
and held m them respective “set” 
until the smal for the fight to be- 
gin Given the word, the "holders" 
carried the birds across fhe rmg to 
the "Seratch'" line, placed them on 
their feet facing each other, and still 
holdmg them, allowed them to ex- 
chenge blows at the others beak, 
After a few moments of this "teas- 
ing", the men took their birds back 
to the "sets", placed them down 
facmg esch other and let them go 

Invamably, the fight-brimed birds 
eame together in mid-ring Tike two 
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thunderbolis, and 

sluhter was on. 

The ramecock's most lethal mova- 
ment was io sping as high as pos- 
sible in the аш, st ihe same fime 
віва a Lightning blow with his 

Spurred fect at his opponent's head 

With both birds playing for this 
manoeuvre, a fight became a series 
of such mid-air clashes, alternated 
with periods when the contestants 
sidled round cach other seeking а 
split-second advantage 

As there was no time limt to a 
fight, these sory scenes went on m- 
definitely, or until such fame as a 
murderous spur struck rts fatal blow, 
or when one of the birds, exhausted 
ог battered mto insensibihty, drop- 
ped in its tracks 

The only other possible, but high- 
ly improbable stoppage to a fight 
Was when one of the buds, having 
tasted a bit of punishment, took to 
hus heels Birds in this category were 
known as "dunghills", and breeders 
went to great trouble to cull sucb 
likely performers from their fight- 
Ing teams 

When a bird fell exhausted or 
stunned, its "holder" counted up to 
20 twice, and if by that time the 
bird remamed prone he conld step 
mto the ring and pick ıt up The 
owner then had the option of with- 
drawing ıt from the fleht, with vie- 
tory to iis opponent, or faving tha 
bud а breathing space before gong 
back into the ring, dependine on the 
extent of any mjunes, 

1, on the other hand, a brd rose 
to its feet on its own account before 
the second 'nmeteen” was counted, 
the ficbt had to po on without the 
owner's interference 

To get their birds into good fight- 
ing trim, owners gave them weeks of 


thereafter the 
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traning, which mcluded tossmg them 
repeatedly up in the aur for long 
periods at a stretch, Young cockerels 
Were given try-out fights wearing 
small “boxing gloves” (made of 
shammy-leather and horse-hair) im- 
stead of spurs. 

A young bird that was always set- 
tin the worst of these encounters, 
Judged on a "pois" basis, soon lost 
his head. 

Some birds attained great reputa- 
tons as killers. One such champion 
bird, owned by a Parramatta breeder, 
fought for seven years with an un- 
beaten record 

Foi a bird of this calibre the 
owner could quote his own price, if 
he ever felt Ike selma! Values 
varied from Es for an untried bird 
fiom a recogmsed fightin strain, to 
£25 for a good cock with a favour- 
able ring record 

Before a bird went into the arena 
he underwent considerable clipping 
of feathers, a treatment requimg 
dexterous hands. AN the feathers on 
the crown of the bird’s head were 
chpped close, his hackle (neck) 
feathers were shortened, the rump 
cropped, and hus tail-feathers irummed 
down to fan-shape, 

The most important part of this 
process, however, was the trimmmg, 
feather by feather, of the bird's 
pimons Each quil was cut at a 
slant, leaving a knie-like edge, the 
idea being that as the bird sprang 
mto battle, m rising, one of the 
quills might knock out an opponent's 
eye! 

Breeders of the fighting-cock had 
many strange maxims, handed down, 
doubtlessly, from the long Ine of 
breeders m England These included 
such game-pen wisdom as “if a cock 
crows very frequently in his pen, 


Js = sien of comage”, “af he crows 
Joud and unseasonably, or before he 
35 ых months old, it is a зип of 
cowardice”. 

Tbe accepted code for assessme a 
bid's fihting qualities was besed 
on "shape, colour, coursge and sharp 
heel”, There is ап old Enghsh say- 
me that "game cocks and bulidozs 
made England” 

Certunly, the popularity of cock- 
fightmy in England dates back sev- 
eral centuries, Durme the Ith and 
18th centuries it was mtermuttently 
regarded as more or ess of a nehonal 
sport, with varous monarchs Avine 
it regal sponsorship, and basking m 
the glorious title of "Royal Recrea- 

lon" 
us lus noted diary, Enghshman Mr 
Pepys made an entry whieh vividly 
describes Hs attendance at & cock- 
ficht on December 21, 1663, staged at 
"Westminster, He recorded that the 
fight was attended by MP's, the 
Lord Mayor of London, and other 
promment crtizens, all rubbing shoul- 


ders with “bakers, butchers and 
brewers”, and—"all these fellows 
sweurmg, cursing and bettmg, one 
th the other" 
Козе at Gray's Inn Lane and 
Westmunsier, not satisfied with two 
buds fighting to the bitter Kill, used 
io stage what was known as the 
„Battle Royal”, This was simply € 
matter of putting any number of 
fichimg-cocks—perhans as many 3 
B0—mto the ring together and let- 
ting them pitch into each other, pa 
^il only one bird 9 ahve ant 
declared the vietor. 
UR тууа} to this saturnelia bloodshed 
wos the "Welch Mam", This con- 
sisted of a-seres of elimination fights, 
starüng with 32 birds First, 16 pairs 
of birds fought separate battles and 
the winners were re-matched m eight 
fights, and so on, until only two 
were left for a horrible finale 
The попу of it was that its old- 
tame English supporters lovmgly re- 
ferred io it us the 'Art of Cock- 
фт”! 


“Who drives the battleship when you sleep, Admiral? 
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Db, me, ah my. "Yes you've, guessed GF 
'n) thal fy 
lille, She 15 dresming at he) bey (Пел 


nguti sien pat 


TEN 
P 


George Sylvester was ing 
discavered his slamour-girl hod chilled on him. 


DON CAMPBELL 


night war air-conditioned with 
a lazy breeze from the lake. It 
smelled fresh and clesn George Syl- 
vester thought it was a might made 
for love on a park bench. And sọ he 
hated the mght Hated it with all 
the fierceness his strong young body 
could muster 

He was kicking a battered popcorn 
bex along the dusty path near the 
edge of the park, taking his bitter 
disappointment out on the forlorn 
Pasteboard He hated the night m 
ganeral and women m particular He 
hated Alice Barrett in most par- 
ticular! 

His long legi cared hun reluct- 
antly into the Little glade where he 
and Alice were to have had their 
date—if she hadn't broken it. It 
would have been their frst date, too. 
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on air—until he 


He swore, and the sound of the mute 
tered oath was strange to his ears, 
Then through the screen of bushes 
he saw the bench—and Alice 

He grinned trom ear to ear, eagerly 
strode forward Alice was leaning 
shehtly forward, her elbows restmg 
on her handbag m her lap. Then 
George suddenly stopped short in 
rigid horror, He saw that the hilt of 
^ butcher's knife had pushed its way 
ınto the back of her white, knit 
sweater, A red rosette flowed m 
spreading circles around the shinmg 
blade A vagrant wisp of bright gold 
hair waved gently to and fro across 
her forehead 

George Sylvester met death then 
for the first time in his eighteen 
years His lean face white, his mouth 
partly open, he edged closer on anvil 
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feet He reached out to touch the 
sil, bent body that had been beauty 
and hfe to him for so many hopeless, 
suffermg weeks Then he drew back 
his hand and tummy quickly began 
to run wildly, without direction or 
purpose to his fight 

Rackmy sobs iore from his dry 
throat as he shesked along the lake, 
keeping to the shadows of the shruh- 
bed border path, At first his thoughts 
were frantic, dartimg, in step with 
the frenzied pattern of ms flight, 
Alice was dead . . . dead They would 
say ho killed her He had told every- 
one at the B & B he had a date 
with her tomzht 

"Then he was at the Ith Street 
breskwater He swerved up over tha 
wall and onto School Street The Jow- 
hanging tree branches formed gro- 
tesque shadows under the street 
Lights He slowed down, keeping un- 
der the shelter of the shadows. He 
tried to walk calmly 

A radio war spilling a famihor 
vor out onto the nht alr George 
recognized the high exerted sounds 
made by Doc Cashaway, the local 
telephone quiz announcer, For a 
moment that old brief exciterient 
came over him. 

For months, ever smee Cashaway 
started to broadeast lest spring 
George had jammed bis ear to hus 
Lite radio each might up m his 100m 
over the restaurant Норіпы always 
hoping, he might he called One 
nıght when the prize money was up 
to 210 dollars his phone had rung— 
but it wes just Pete Glenn pulling 
а Eng 

For no reason he suddenly won- 
dered 10 Cashaway still poured vine~ 
far on lus French fries. He remem- 
бегей how he had picked up Cash- 
away's dirty dishes ome day when 
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he was & bus boy and the tall, smil- 
шк announcer had come im to eat 
st the B & B The cashier had told 
hım who Cushaway was—tlike she was 
тейагшщ to a movie idol She had 
poured vmezar on her own French 
fries ever since 

Now the radio voice was saying 
ы for tonight Sorry, but we'll 
have to confinue this same question 
араш tomorrow. Who wrote the 
popular best-seller, The Eagle is A- 
Wing” Sorry you all mussed ıt to- 
night It will he 170 dollars tomor- 
row at this z 

Tt might as well be 170,000,000, 
dollars George thought He'd never 
have a chance once the policeman 
walked by the park bench and saw 
the beautiful grl who didn't turn 
her head or answer his greeting 

Then George stopped short, He 
was almost to the corner where a 
strect-licht would penetrate his frail 
refuge An old man and his biz-as- 
minute dog came out of a house 
on the corner and preceded bım to- 
ward the grey school buildmy that 
loomed across the street 

He wanted to shout to the old 
man; to teli him he didn't do ıt, He 
wouldn't ХШ Alec He just wanted 
to walk with her He just wanted to 
rend poetry with her under the street 
ght in the park. 

The old man had started across the 
schoolyard with his little terrier 
danemg along in front like a drop 
of water оп a hot griddle 

George looked quickly back down 
the street A car was coming It 
wes slowmg down, Soon its head- 
lights would pick him out; stendme 
there like à scarecrow in a cornfield. 
Without thinking he jumped over 
the low hedge that encircled the 
school yard and dropped flat on his 
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stomach, scarcely daring to breathe 

Through the leaves of the hedge 
he saw the car pull up to the comer 
A short, fat poheeman got out of 
the cer, He waved good-bye at the 
driver and started over to the tele- 
phone pole ss the car pulled away. 

George flattened his body even 
doser to the hedre A dull ache tug- 
ged at his legs. He beran to tremble. 
He fought back en insane desire to 
eet up and run. 

He could hear a muttered oath 
from the cop as he stood on tip-toe 
to speak into the police call box on 
the pole, The side of his upturned 
face was toward George He could 
see any movement behind that hedge 
George thought of the many times 
he had hidden in that same spot 
hefore, when he was a school kid, 
playing hide and seek, 

He remembered the anguish of his 
school life. Georgic Porgie, the kids 
used to seream at bim Even then, 
he was Georgie Porsie And because 
he was always taller and stronger 
than his tormentors, he had taken it 
So it was inevitable that “Pudding 
and Pie” was tacked on when he 
started slınglng hash at the B & B. 

d then ever since Decoration 
Day, when Ahee had moved to town 
amd had started eating lunch at the 
B & B, she had jomed the others 
zn laughter when he told them the 
choice for dessert was “Pudding or 
Pie” 


But Susan, her younger ster, was 
crue] in her laughter, George hadn't 
minded when Altec laughed The 
Voices were айке but Alice was dif- 
ferent Her eyes were lund when 
she laughed, 

That was why he was confused 
and hurt when he had called hor 
back about eisht tonight to suggest 
they take a drive around the lake 
instead of a walk in the park, He 
had been so happy He had promised 
to work three nichts running on the 
late shift so Pete Glenn would lend 
him his battered convertible. Pete 
nad said maybe his help wasn't good 
enough for a gal with a rich aunt 
but George bad just laughed, Pete 
didn't know Alice. 

And then when he had called, 
Alice had laughed at him "Are you 
plain crazy, Georgie? 1 don't know 
what you're talkin about We never 
had a dete in the first placa I can't 
imagine whatever gaye you that 
idea” Then she had hung up he- 
fore he could remind her it was she 
who had called him just after dinner 
io suggest the walk 

“Wow A murder in this burg!” 
The cop's shout jolted George from 
ius reverie, He held his breath Now 
the officer might strofl over nem 
the hedge, look down and 

The old man who had been exer- 
asne his dog walked by on the 
other side of the hedge. The cop 
@ррей his eap. 
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“Evening, Mi Wilkins Heard the 
news? The murder I mean” 

George stremed his ests, but the 
policeman and the old man walked 
slowly down the street He could 
not make out the words, although the 
exctement im the fat cop's voice 
carried back io bim 

He didn’t notice the dog until he 
heard him start to bark. The shill- 
ness of the yaps was lke a knife 
cutting iio bis bram He reached 
out to grab the darung little mmel 
but that only made the dog bark 
more, Then he lay quietly, not mov- 
ang, hoping the doz would come 
within his grasp. The incessant yap- 
pont grew louder 

What's got Into you, Trixie? Cor- 
nered a cat?” The old man's faltering 
voice was amused 

George saw the man’s buggy cot- 
ton pants directly on the other side 
of the hedge, not ten inches from 
bu face He turned slowly and 
looked up. A toothless grm and star- 
ing wide eyes were framed above 
his head The wavering voice said, 

"So, Trixie, what have we here?" 

"I guess І kinda fell «sleep I was 
qust—that ıs, І was hikmg through 
town end- George rose slowly to 
his feet 

“Well, now that’s a shame. Might 
catch cold there Where ya’ bound, 
young teller” 

George clutched ai the straw in 
disbelief "Around the lake I was—” 

But the old man motioned han 
Closer George stepped hesitantly 
across the hedge, The cop was half 
a block sway now. He felt the 
trembling hand reach up and clutch 
his shoulder. С 

Then you am't heard the news, 
Biggest thing to hit thus town in ten 
years Murder!” His watery eyes 
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blinked gleefully “Yessir, а young 
lud, bout your age I should guess, 
stabbed his girl friend to death Right 
up there im the Lake Park” He shook 
George's shoulder feebly. "Got alt 
the inside information from the 
police on this beat Seems the girl's 
sister found the body bout quarter 
efter nme and the cops are combing 
the city. They got this kid red- 
handsd Her sister says the girl had 
a date with him all meht and she 
was scared something might happen 
This Jad was sort of touched, I guess. 
This sister was going after the two 
of ‘em to be sure nothing happened 
but she rot called now get this—by 
this here Doe Cashaway radio quz 
show at nme o'clock and she was 
talkmg on the telephone right at 
the time her poor sister was bemg 
stuck with the knife It's а terrible 
thug.” 


As George lıstened to the quavery 
voice, а strange excitement crept m- 
io his mnd—something was out of 
Place! It was like an odd-shaped 
piece that didwt ft ın a ji 
puzzle. It ought to fit, he knew, Yet 
he couldn't force 3i into the pat- 
tern 


Suddenly his eyes focused on the 
old man’s face ашап: The watery 
eyes were lookmr over Georye’s 
shoulder now: The old man smacked 
his hps "Tony, Tony, did you hear 
about. ” George turned his head 
A bit black-haired hulk of a man 
had walked up behind George The 
old man turned away from George 
and spoke agam to the bu: man. 1 
say Tony, did you hear—” 


Tony was lookmg George square in 
the eye There was recognition m his 
face, Suddenly George knew him, He 
drove the relist bakery roule and 
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Пай} recently, Malew Adrenalin Cream 
was available to the British medical pro 


IN ENGLAND AND AUSTRALIA 


NOW WALKS AGAIN 


fession only You can now buy it from 
any pharmacy With every yar comes an 
easy ta follow home trentmgst сан 

ich shows you the "прег" spots of 
your body where the real root of your 
Theumatism lies You simply massage 
the Мас Cream into the correct 
“trigger” spot as well ss mto the place 
where you feel the prin Even if you 
bave become disillustoned through years 
of suffering, even 1f you have tried other 
remedies in vain, start the Malec 
Adrenalin Cream treatment without an 
hours delay Share the rehef ibu so 
many thousands of other men and women. 
now enjoy Be happy in a mew lease 
of hic! 


ONE OF THE MOST ORAMATIC OISCOVERIES OF MODERN TIMES! 
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TITAN 


Wood Chisels Are 


GUARANTEED 
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are completely guaranteed against” 
defects. They save you tme 
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cutting edge, finr. balance, 
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wuh three coats of clear 
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m" au ERES drawn senmless 
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MADE tN AUSTRALIA BY THE TITAN MANUFACTURING CO. PTY. rn 
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Iwas in the B & B just а few days 
ago 

His voice was Hih and thin. “Sure, 
Gramps, 1 heard You don’t know it 
but you are standme right here talk- 
ing to the killer himseli.” 

He caught the sleeve of his sport 
shirt and George wrenched away, 
jeavın# the sleeve m his hand. Then 
Georve threw a punch, right in the 
belly and followed up with another 
left ust as Tony connected а round- 
house swims on the side of his head 

Fleshes of fireworks burst through 
bus bram but he felt happy m his 
strength, He swung one more right 
with wild desperation. It caught the 
bie man alongside bis left Sar. His 
knees folded and he shpped io the 
sidewalk, George started to run then, 
Just as the old man found his voice 
and shouted feebly- 


"Police, Polce Here's the killer 


George raced through the alley 
seross the street and down Sycamore 
hil past Batterly’s house. As he ran 
he thought of the book of Ellen Gil- 
lespie's poems he had bought at Bat- 


and sent to Alice for her birthdes 
It had cost five dollars but the poems 
were wonderful, Susan had told him 
Alice loved Gillespie's work, so he 
gust had to ret thus fine edition for 
her, But Alice had never mentioned 
ıt. Never thenked him. 

As he xen swiftly on down to the 
bottom of Sycamore hill the Imes ої 
Gillespie that thrilled him most kept 
pace with his pounding feet. 

“Tt thou won't have me for thine. 

And taste not this love so sublime: 

Ax certain as e'er thou drew breath, 

I will make thee my captive in 

death.” 


terly's Book Store the previous week | 


——— 


A few minutes a day for a week with 
Petmanism and your mund will be 
tidy and your purpose AE, 
sure, In thres weeks 
habits will be formed 
which will make your 
will strong, concentra- с ae 
боп casy and recollection of useful 
facts automatic and certan 
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дау Wale m the frst meines to the 
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How 
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Exdusive to 
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story of his dramatic rise from 


E to жана title! 
ош' almost hear the crowd rai 
А aS deseribas his 8 


AND 


Jimmy tells his future pl. 
and gives his formulo Me auct 
cess to young boxers ! 
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Those lines expressed the hopeless 
state of his progress with Alce 
George moaned at the sodden, crush- 
таң реш that had lodged ın his chest, 
but he didn't slow down He won- 
dered if Alice ever saw those Imes 
ın the book and thought of his love 
for her 

Susan had laughed at him one day 
when he had enouzh nerve to quote 
them to her She seemed surprised 
that he rend Gillespie. Said he ourht 
io read he-man stuff hke—hke—“The 
Eagle ıs A-Winr", the book she had 
been reading while сайды her lunch, 

He sinvered shghtly That elusive 
bit of jir-sswed remnant plagued 
hm agan He shut lus eyes m a 
futile effort to force his mmd to 
twist and tum this little fact into 
the but puzzle that lay all about hım 
Why had Susan just happened to 
be the one called on the Quiz Show 
when her sister was bem murdered? 
The puzzle looked Шке а mant gem- 
ming face now, It was taunting bum, 
deiymg hun to fit in the last missmg 
кар He had to see Susan quickly . 
was too neat—of ell the people who 
might have been called , , but why 
would Susan want ta— 

The shrill wail of а шеп jerked 
his mmd back to the alley and the 
shadows and the danger of the un- 
known. He was m the muddle of 
Litle Poland now The эгеп wailed 
again 

He couldn't tell where the sound 
came from Jt seemed to close down 
on him from every side. He crouched 
agamst the door of the Polish Hall, 
his thick chest heaving and bis legs 
trembling Then he heard voices 
sround the corner, shouting excited- 
lv. It might not be anything but a 


bunch of kids playing—but ıt micht 
be the police searehmg for the tall, 


brawny killer with red hair and 
freckles. He pushed m the door 

The music was fast and bouncy. 
George looked warily over the heads 
of the squirming mass of laughing, 
singing revellers It was a Polish 
wedding Everyone was full of beer 
and good humour. In all the ety 
of the crowd he felt momentary 
escape from the terror that had 
chased him the length of his town. 
Мо one рай any attention to him 
or his torn shirt. 

He walked slowly alone the edge 
of the dance floor Then he looked 
at the door where he had come in 
Cold fear rushed down on him once 
more as he saw а tall genn-faced cop 
looking over the crowd He wanted 
to stop rurming then 

Then the hopelessness of surrender, 
while everything pointed the finger 
of guilt at bim, made him take one 
last chance He turned his head away 
from the door His ayes were des- 
perstely searching for a partner, 
when he heard a happy voice be- 
hind hint” 

“And this tall one has not danced 
with the bride yet, have you?" 

George hemtated, then took ‘her 
slender waist m his arm. She laughed 
and talked matches of cestasy that 
mede no sense to him. He zrunted 
what seemed appropriate replies, but 
his eyes were searching, Panic seized 
him. He couldn't find the cop! 

Then а heavy hand fell on his 
shoulder. He started to whirl, ready 
to strike out or run sway once more, 
but the girl m his arms said. 

“Barney, you old dear I thought 

you couldn't get off duty tonight. I 

bave been saving this dance for you 

all evening” 

The cop and the bride danced away 


(ANO BAO BREATH, TOO 
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They never looked back. George was 
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only а few feet from the edge of the 
боот. He walked slowly, casually 
along the wall and out the side door 
into the passageway between the hall 
and the old Grand Hotel. To hs 
night was a dead-end formed by the 
ell of the Polish Hall, To his left 
the strect offered another brief taste 
of liberty and а treadmill for his 
pounding fect. Quickly he ran toward 
the open end of the passageway 

He didn't sce the lurching httle 
drunk till it was too late to stop. 
They tangled and George toppled 
over him out onto the sidewalk. He 
started io get up but the drunk was 
sitting on his legs, 

"Get off Quick. Tm in a hurry. 
Get up” He wanted to smash the 
wnshaven, foul-smellmg face thet 
grimed foohshly at him. But he 
knew violence might attract attan- 
tion, 

"Whasss matter, sonny? Wheress 
fire? Relax, pal, Just zom up to the 
corner and get me an extree Gotta 
read all about the bit murder {тё 
ys' know Just heard em teling bout 
It on the radio an—" 

George stopped shovmg the drunk 
off hus legs ‘What did tha radio 
say?" He shook the hte msn by 
the shoulders, roughly, “Did they 
catch the killer, yet?" 

"Not yet, m'boy. Gotts give em 
ume. But I heard about the thront 
death messaze be sent hen” 


ج 


George struggled to hus feet and 
propped the little man арала the 
building wall. What message 
Quick, tell met” 

“This here love-sick kid sent the 
girl-fnend а book and he marked 
some poem with red ink, alı "bout he 
"was gomg io kil her if she wouldn't 
— Say, sonny, maybe we could have 
а LY drink, jus us two buddies.” 

Terror and reason fought for con- 
trol of George's brem, He couldn't 
iust keep runnmg away. Susan wes 
framing him for sure, He knew ıt 
now He had never marked that 
poetic death passage with red înk, 
Susan was trying to make hun the 
küler. He had to find Susan and force 
her 10 admut he badn't dated Alice 
tomicht or threatened her. 


George turned away from the 
drunk He started io jerk off the 
типу hend that still clutched at ms 
arm for support when tha furry 
words broke into his consciousness. 
"Shay, Y know you sonny. You work 
up there аф that greasy spoon, Hey 
you—you're this Georgie Porgie Pud- 
ding end Pie, killed his gl and 
made ber che. Shay thats pretty 
good 


He began to shout, "Help, help, call 
the poleesh somebody, I rot the 
Georgie Porgie killer richt bere . „ 
help" 

Bis last words were cut off as 
George’s long fingers dug into his 


If you'd taken Schumann's* this morning, 


you'd be feeling much better now! 
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Ж Schumann's Minaral Spring Salts 
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throet For an instant George fought 
back аё the whole world through the 
wild strength in lus hands. 


Suddenly George let go He could- 
nt kill this derelict any more than 
he could have plunged the hutcher's 
knife mto Арсе, 


Two men started across the street 
toward them, George ran quickly 
down tha street and headed toward 
the wooded strip that faced the Jack- 
son Heighis melme The hoarse cries 
of the drunk grew fainter as his 
tired legs gathered speed 

How long would 1 bo before the 
two men sobered him up and Listened 
to bis wild tale about the killer thet 
almost claimed 2 second victam this 
night? How long could he keep free. 
stay alive? He started for the incline 
station Susan and Ahce's house was 
at the top of the ЫШ 

A babble of voles came from in- 
side the station. Then one voice, 
louder than the rest came through 
the window as he crouched im 
shadow ”, , . careful on the way 
home This killer is dangerous, Wo 
think he's down at this end of town 
now. Don't let апу of these girls 
walk across the ridge alone" George 
xecognized the vorce of the police nan, 
Barney, who must heve been called 
back on duty in the emergency! 


Ha knsw now there was only one 
way io get up the hll He couldn't 
Tide up in the little melme car with 
a cop standing there checking the 
passengers. He would have to hitch 
а ride on the rods under the bat- 
tered old dummy car that pulled 
the passenger car up the hill 

He could slide under the car in the 
few moments it took for the pas- 
senger ear to load up at the top of 
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Cured After 20 years @ 
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years,” writer Mr D Rimpson, of 
Forbes "I thank you for the good 
health you huve brought me It 


not only saves ane s health, but your 
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Free BOOKLET Tells How 
Mall Coupon Тайзу for Copy TREE 

Bend st once for my FREE POOK- 
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JACK ELWOOD 


Smoking Cure Specialist 
(Dept O 6/4) 
БОХ 214, GTO, EYDNEE 


the hill and he would nde up the 
ЛИЙ as counterweight to the descend- 
img passenger car. He would have 
io be careful but be might make it 


Thir was the last lap. 


At last the slowly descending 
dummy car erunted to a halt The 
shmy black cable fastened to its 
nase slackened He rushed from the 
shelter of the waitmg raam shadows 
In an instant he was under the car 
and seramblmg mta place an the 
hartaw greasy rods The car Jurched 
farward just as he wormed his left 
leg anto а precarmus foothold. 

The sbmmg steel wheels turned 
slowly, omunausly He clung desper- 
ately to the rads, the car lurched 
back and forth His nerves tightened 
like the strammg cable that stretched 
aut а few feet beyond lus head If 
the cable sbould break! And what 
af he was too late? What if Susan 
wasn't hame? 

As the car climbed higher he felt 
like a hitchhiker on the back af a 
kant bird slowly winging its way 
high above the earth. Then, in a 
flash, the jig-saw puzzle fell mio 
place The maverick came into the 
carral and waited to be counted. At 
last a kind of desperate pence came 
over George. 

He had to find Susan now! He just 
had to make her talk Make her tell 
hım why she hadn't answered the 
quiz questan боті Because she 
knew the answer! She had to know 


Bryan ONeill had written "The Eagle 
ıs A-Wing" That was the baok she 
had been reading at lunch the other 
day ‘he “he-man” bak . and 
yet Cashaway had said the question 
went unanswered. 

Just then he felt the track level off 
and the car eame to rest, 

George crept alonz tbe track back 
ta the cliff side af the terminal, and 
onto the street that skirted the tap 
af the ridge Once mare George ren 
through the night, 


George rested against the side of 
the dearway as he pushed the bell, 
He was shivering Sweat stamed his 
ail-smudged shirt Lights went aut 
m the front room The door apened 
slowly, 

He could sea a form standing there 
m the half aht. It was а woman 
He opened his mouth ta speak when 
the back af his head expladed in an 
agony of pain, A million hehts 
flashed past his eyes and then just 
as quickly blacked aut A solid black 
velvet curtam whirled dawn around 
him and snuffed out the pain. 


Voices eame back with the pulsing 
pam in his head At first they over- 
lapped and the wards were standmg 
on end "Then they fell apart and 
sprang back together like carpet 
tacks rushing toward a magnet 
He wanted to hear that vare m 
the middle. He knew that voice It 
was the trouble voice It was the 
voice that hurt, that frightened hum. 


If yau'd taken 


us 
uenak SPRING Be 


this morning 


SENSATIONAL RESULTS of NEW 


HEIGHT INCREASE 


SYSTEM! 


our own home it is now possible to Increase 
RES height by a Simple Notural Method 


mo drugs nothing to get out af order, 
ders ig no Ede, everything 1s Simple and straight- 
forward This ‘wondertul new method should ai d 
ta your stoture, Improve your heolth an 
appearance at no cost 


500 TREATISES — FREE ! 


THIS remarkoble literature will show you the 
short cut fa a fall, commanding personlity 
Through reading tus wonderful literature Hundt 
have “already mcreoscd their belght, hundreds 
ore dalna so at this moment Рог а ‘short while 
you соп get one af thase Treatises Free rf you 
ONCE 


READ THIS 
CONVINCING PROOF 


^ ur help 1 would hove never 
best abe ta jain the Air force Му height 
Is now five foot OSA gis o galn of 
3 inches m twa mant Be, W. Wallsend 
^1 have naw campleted two weeks! troin- 
кө! A бшу oaned ara Inch 


E — KN Sth Taowoamba 


^ ied j In, and 1 am goma 
to ket ad with fne ‘course because It 
makes me feel о lot better than 1 did and 
will continue, Thanking you for the bene 


fits T have fees weris Creek 


Г £1,000 Guarantec 


ie uboye sum will be paid ta any 
id wha can prave thet any testl- 
manuals appearing In this annaunce- 
ment arc other than genulne extracts 
from actual letters an cur pussesslan 


POST COUPON AT ONCE 


The Principel, 


SCHUMANN 


j SYDNEY PHYSICAL INSTITUTE, 


Dept. C40, 1 Deon Place, Sydney, N.S.W. " [CEDE EDEN Ho 
Dear Sir—Please send me your е То Inerei | 


you'd be feeling much better nowl 


» obligotes me ın no way whatsoever 
| NAME 
1 ADDRESS 


1/6/54 | 
88 CAVALCADE June 1954 1 


The Basis of 
Happy Marriage 


lies In e complete understanding of 


SEX PROBLEMS 


These 3 Important Books are e boon to 


every mamied couple amd those shout 
fo he married. 


* A MARRIAGE MANUAL 


Egal book cn oll aspects of Sex 
end Marriage, written In simplo lonquane 
by Dre Hannah and Abraham St 
authorltetively treating questions on 
SHteinment of harmonious sexual relation, 
Ships birth control, venereal disasar 
Ste Comprehensive index gives a ready 
Sude to contents Price, 19/9 posted 


he SEX EDUCATIDN IN PICTURES 
Us Dovid Farrel} 

An excellent Intraduction to sox instruc, 

don told in text that Is simple and 

direct, and Illustrated without ame Жопа! 

bins "Price, 11/9 postad 


THE SEX FACTOR IN MARRIAGE 


The abject of thls book Is the pro 
motion ef happiness in marriage” by 


@ These books oro recommended by the 
Marrioge Guidance Council cf N's W 


ond wholeheartedly approved by clergy- 
men ond doctors 


Mark books required with cross, teor 
cut end send with nome and address to 


EDUCATIONAL 
EXTENSION COLLEGE, 
Dept. "FJ^, бох 1430, GPO, Sydney 
zend 33d stomp for other literature 


90 — CAVALCADE June 1954 


lt was saying, .,.1ose our heads 
now. The stupid cops m this hick 
town beheved the whole story, They 
know you called me on your radio 
show purely by chance, The phone 
numbers are picked at random, 

What an abil How could I have 
Stuck the butcher's knife m my poor 
little stster—just to get my hands on 
our aunty’s lousy 20,000 dollars leyscy 
that should have been mine m the 
first place, ч 

‘No, not me. I was talkmg to my 
darling sweetheart on his corny quiz 
programme, wasn't I, dear?” The 
voice grew harsh “So now, this jerk 
has to slp through the cop's clumsy 
fingers and beat ıt right to my door” 

George wns afraid to open hus eyes 
That was his Alice's voice, Bui it 
couldn't be. Alice was dead Stabbed 
with а butcher's knife from the B & B. 
He forced his eyes open, He stared 
ın wild dishehef across the dimly lit 
room st Susan Barrett, She wasn't 
lookmg at him. She was talkmp to 
someone across the room—behmd 
where George lay on the floor. 

Then it made sense. 

His ears hed deceived him now and 
they had deceived hum once before! 
Just a few age-long hours aro when 
Alice had called him for that flist 
date in the park—it hadn't been 
Ace at аШ It was Susan That was 
why tha real Alice had been so sur- 
prised when he hsd called back an 
hour later. No wonder she hadn't 
known what he was talking shout, 
Slowly his mind focused on the 


other voie, He didn't need to turn 
his head. 


He remembered that voice with 15 
excitement, its golden promise, Only 
Dow the voice was different, Now 


it was cold and lazy, It wes Doc 
Cashaway. The man who told tha 


pohce he was talking to a Miss Susan 
Barrett at nine o'clock last night, 
A certan Miss Barrett whose num- 
ber he just happened to select from 
the phone book! Phone hook. 

Maybe George was through run- 
mung now. Maybe— He raised him- 
self on lus elbow, slowly, painfully. 

“Well, dreamboy has come up for 
ain” Susan said 

“Why don't I row him out in the 
lake and hold his head under?" Cash- 
угу sad casually. 

B was shocked at the casual 
way hus death was discussed. Then 
he wes surprised at his own voice, 
Im not your problem, Cashawsy, 
Getting ud of me is just child's play 

How sre you going to explain to 
the cops about the phone book? They 
may be stupid—but when they get 
the little note І dropped in the mail 
tonight it will explain everything" | 

Cashaway was down on the floor. | 
а be black automatic in hus fist, The 
bored smile vanished “What ere you 
saying, punk? What did you write 
to the cops? Quick, answer mel” 

George choked down a rising wave 
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Do you live 
in a flat? 


of nausea "The phone number m [f yoy do, you'll wont to reod 


the book. Alce and Susan moved to 
town last May and the new phone 
books came out the last of April So 
there isn’t any listing for this phone 
in the book The cops will 

Susan's high shriek eut bum olf. 
‘He's lying You looked up the num- 
ber, didn't you? Didn't you?” 

Cashaway moved fast. He van inte 
the litle hallway off the living room 
and grabbed the phone book. He still 
held the gun In lus left hand and 
began frantically turning the pases 
with his other hand. The book fell 
to the floor. 

Susan and he both were down on 
their knees grabbing for at when 


the illustroted orticle, showing 
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Georre let go with his long ari 
smashed the book up into 8 8 
face He scrambled to bis knees and 
swung another powerful blow that 
caught Cashaway on his right cheek. 

Susan threw herself on George’s 
head. She was scratching at his eyes 
He couldn't see but he rammed lus 
body straight ahead, throwme Susan 
mto Cashaway and pushing him off 
balance The run was lyme anly а 
few feet behind Cashaway 

But before he cauld turn over and 
get the zun m his hand, Cashaway 
had rolled out from under Susan and 
had thrown en armlock around 
George's neck, 

Then he felt lon fingers reaching 
around his face to gouge into his 
eyes Desperately he fished for the 
gun with his foot The pam in his 
throat and back seemed unbearable 


He felt his faot strike the 

twisted his hips and angled ae 
toward him Susan sprang Б 

He kicked out hard and caught 
her on the shoulder, She serewned 
Jn pam. The gun was close enough 
now. He giabbed it with his free 
richt hand and twisting about pressed 
it into Cashaway's side 

"The gun,” he gasped. “ГЦ shoot 

«let £o .. PH shoot,” Then the 
terrible pain fell away and he 
breathed m great gulps of air He 
rolled over on his back and slawly 
got to his feet while Cashawsy 
exnged on the ‘floor and Susan 
E softly across the room. 

eorge was still breathing heavily 
as he picked up the phane "Get = 
the police,” he panted Then he sat 


down to wat with 
band the gun m his 
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E. C. MARSHALL 


BLAZE OF GORY 


Thara was a horribly simple solution. 
fo thase waterfront slaughters, 


O great effort was required to 

know that death was commg 
over the wires again Evans, the pre- 
Cmct captum, looked blankly over 
the mm of his coffee cup us the ma- 
chine clattered mto hfe, swung a 
bored eye on Ed smiles police re- 
Porter of the Standard. Smiley, prop- 
ped side wie om а big, old-fashioned 
couch that nearly filled one wall of 
the office, turned a eynical lance at 
the noisy machme, 

"Two bits, he remarked briefly and 
went on rolhng э cigarette, 

While the imstrument spoke ats 
monotonous prece, Evans pmd it no 
attention, He nodded his head slightly, 
in acknowledgment of the bet, 
Intched up his blues and reached 
for the limp end of the sizip dangling 
from ihe teletype's mouth A glance 
sufficed 

“Oracle,” he muttered, and his eyes 
Plezed "You win, Ed Таке it out. 
m smkers or trade?! 

"Sinkers" Smiley dropped his eig- 
areite makings into a vest pocket, lit 
his smoke and Inhaled "And double 
or nothing the body 18 дизели 

Evans nodded ubstractedly, "East 
Side," he said, almost without moving 
hus lips. "The other two were West." 
He tossed а limp flipper toward the 
desk communicator, 

This {шде his words were clear, 
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enunciated with cereful precision, 

"Butner?" The commumeator bnt- 
ton rusücd. “C'mon down, he smd. 
"Your stew ıs swzhnz agam" 

A moment or two Inter, the office 
door swung wide Neither Evans nor 
Smiley bothered to greet the new- 
comer Butner accepted a paper eup 
Of coffee from Evans with one hand, 
took the teletype strip with the other. 

"Went me io handle il?" he asked, 
between gulps He set down the сир, 
хад а loose-skmned hand through his 
grzzled grey heir and turned his 
watery blue eyes om the captain, 

Evans nodded briefly, handed hım 
a gun requisition, “Same stuff as the 
other two Y'know, this is beginning 
to look like Sore Kenyon's touch.” 

A gleam of triumph narrowed But- 
ner's eyes to pinpoints "I was won- 
derng when you were ношр io ret 
hep to that," he said slowly. Just be- 
fore he left the room he pomted to 
a pile of interoffice memos "Guess 
you didn't read my note. 1 thought 
it was Kenyon Right down fhere in 
black and white.” Не exited, chuckl- 
ang. 

Evans resumed his seat, Не riffied 
through the yellow shps, discarded 
immediately those marked with a 
clerk's serial number, finally picked 
one up Smiley gazed at him nar- 
Towly as he glanced at the typed 


page, read through a couple of lines 
and tossed ıt zn the wastebasket, The 

nolice reporter bent over to tie а 

shoelace. 

"Evans he said between tichtened 
lips, "Hf I didn't know you better, 
Id lay anybody ın this dump three 
to onc that you're trying to crab But- 
ner's act. F'zoshsakes, he's an old 
тап!" 

"Yeah?" Evans Lud down the out- 
side wire over which he had ordered 
fresh coffee. "And smee when have 
I been sending our corpses to look 
for Sorg Kenyon? Butners near the 
xetirement age, but he's not dead yet.” 

The reporter leaned back on the 
couch and picked Шу at а loose 
sliver of leather. "Whats more, I 
wouldn't call your interest ın this 
case hysterical Three murders—well 


deaths anyway—in your own precmet, 
and you haven't batted an eyelash,’ 
The captam grunted "You know 
me, Watson,” be began "I sit in my 
Tittle spider's nest gathermg m tha 
threads. When the helpless Йу mets 
two mehes away from my big tecth, 
I pounce" Abruptly his E E 
Tose a bit "Let the relatives wo 
about suicides—that 15, 1 the fishes 
haven't dmed too heartily on the 
badies" Me 
"You must be Каййш the bodies“ 
Smiley swung а wry glance at thc 
Captam, "When suicides start bleed- 
mg mto their clothes a mmute or 
two before they strip naked and step 
mto the river, a blue moon with 
pink stripes will sail the silver skies 
The phone rang Evans wearily 
raised the receiver to his ear, listened 
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a minute, "Sorg?" The captain's right 
arm, resting against a wire basket 
full of papers, suddenly straightened, 
sending them flying to the floor. 
"Kenyon? You stinkin” 

Smiley iectered on the balls of his 
feet in front of the police desk, Pas 
bintermit mask gone Before he could 
break the sudden, deadly silence, 
Evans crashed the receiver down on 
its book. Grabhing his cont and cap 
from n clothes trec п few feet from 
the desk against the wall, he switched 
on the communicator with a free 
finger, barked: 

"Washburn, Norris! Get Car Num- 
ber Two and three men around to 
the door We're headin’ for 93rd and 
East End!” 

Swiftly he flipped back the switcher, 
took his own gun from a desk 
drawer and beckoned to Smiley. 
mon, Kenyon, the dirty rat, said 
he’s been tailmg Butner for the past 
ten minutes and ıs gomg to give hum. 
the works on the 93rd St. waterfront!” 

Smiley followed ın his wake with- 
out а word, but hig ФШ eyes leamed 
гову. 

Progress uptown was rapid. Evans, 
sented next to Smiley in the rear seat 
of the powerful cer, trembled visibly 
From time to fme the reporter 
glanced at him oddly, noted the signs 
of a stark, terrible mental turmoil 
reging beneath the capped head, 
fastened his eyes ш a fixed sort of 
horror on the drawn gun held tightly 
їп the captam's hand. 

The machine swung down 93rd 
Street, its tyres shrieking m a mad 
cacophony as ıt took the curve liter- 
ally on two wheels There was a sud- 
den bump as the сар righted itself, 
seemed to pause for an instant, then 
hurtled toward the waterfront, 
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At onc glance, Smiley end Evans 
took m the blazing torch that flared 
spams the sky, lighime the walls of 
ihe military gasoline dump on the 
waterfront corner Before the brakes 
could be epphed, в fire engine tore 
clamourmsg down the cobbled pave- 
ment from the direction of gerd St 
Men erupted from the red machine, 
battered a hole in the corrugated 
metal fence surrounding the dumps, 
were playing streams of water on the 
fiercely blazing spot when the police 
and Smiley came up at гип 

Evans pushed the fire chief aside, 
bent to look at the body, burned be- 
yond any possible recognition as it 
lay beside an empty gasoline drum 
whose rippled sides were pierced 
with a bullet hole. 

"Buiner wasn't wesrmg overalls 
when he left" triumphantly ex- 
«Іле Smiley, "He had on a dark 
brown 

Evans brushed past him with an 
oath, peered over the side of the 
dock, played a flashhht on the dark, 
quet water, Glancing over bis shoul- 
der, Smiley noticed Butner’s hat, 
water-soaked, gently heaving on the 
bde 

“Well,” he demanded, brusquely, 
"when do we dreg the river?” Then 
as Evans picked up а gun lying on 
the edge of the dock, "He must have 
strugeled with Sore, then just as 
Kenyon pushed hum into the water, 
fired his zun. The bullet lut the gar 
tank, ignited the yas, ond set Ken- 
yon on fire.” 

Evans walked over to the corpse, 
stared at the erisped horror for ап 
stant “That nucht make a good 
case, except that Sorg Kenyon has 
been dead for two years” 

"Then... 


“Yesh, it’s Butner, And three sui- 
tides besides,” 


"But you talked to Kenyon over 
the wire” 


Evans drew a hand across his fore- 
head "Maybe І thougbt I did It was 
Butner, only I forgot that it micht 
have been” He looked at Smiley "I 
knew the whole thing was a fake 
from the start Butner put thai mem- 
orandum on my desk а week ago 
when they found the first bundle of 
blood-soaked clothes The blood made 
it look like a murder—and identified 
Kenyon’s trademark. 


"Вишег wes dying of cancer. He 
hadn't made an arrest m three years. 
And suicides want to look their best 
when they go. Ask any psychologist.” 

Smiley laughed bitterly. "You're 
as wet as а hen What man, sane or 
not, would die hke that?” 


"You элим, if you fired a bullet 
through your head а second after 
you'd soaked yourself ım gasoline from 
a tank yowd plugged, and lib a 
match I guess he tried to throw the 
gun Into the river." 


Smuley pomted to the corpse „Su- 
cides want to look the best, ch?" 


The captain sniffed the barrel of 
Butner’s gun, examined the cylmder. 
He shook out two empty shells 

"А man with cancer howling at hus 


guts might forget a lot m two years,” 
he remarked absently. — "Butner 


wanted us io think he'd caught a 
real, big-time bad guy—and drowned 
доши it.” 

He paused, looked up at the dis- 
tant skylme of the city. “Even Y 
want to die with my boots on,” 
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There are many races of people on 
earth—the British, American, French, 
German, American—and—Hollywood. 
And sometimes the Hollywood people 
do not race fast enouyh—they get 
caught. Matter of fact, they change 
them husbands and wives as often 
as other people change clothes, 

One Hollywood blonde, fechng 
somewhat run-down, visited a ductor. 
The medico examuned her and said: 
What you need з a chanre” The 
star looked st him incredulously, "А. 
change she echoed. "Do you know 
that during the last 18 months I've 
had three husbands, four cars, three 
jewel robberies, eleven cooks, two 
divorces and seven landlords? What 
sort of & change did you have in 
mind?” 


A Hollywood producer saw one 
famous film star dnmg at an ex- 
clusive restaurant with a woman, He 
asked who sbe was. "That is his 
wife,” the producer was told, "His 
wife the producer exclaimed, 
“Colossal! What a publicity stunt! 


They do say that Hollywood is m- 
censed because a newspaper printed 
& factual atticle which included. “At 
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least 90 per cent of the known stars 
are less jummous than the sun” 

A designer once sad “A woman 
on the stare should be the star and 
the clothes ber background” Judg- 
img by some of the things we have 
Seen on the stage, some stars have 
rather sketchy backgrounds. 

Which reminds us, the man who 
seid there is a place for everything, 
forget your elbows when you sre 
sitting between two fat women ai 
& picture theatre 

And, of course, a picture theatre 1s 
a place where the most gripping 
Scenes are not on the screen, 

Two Hollywood starlets saw a big 
star enter a famous nitery Said one 
“Her harm was red when I last saw 
it" The other gave her a sympathetic. 
look. "My dear, that was dyes ago” 

At least one actor is not a ham 
actor. He is incurable. 

The leading man in one epic wes 
making violent love before the cam- 
eres, "Hey," shouted the director, 
"The censor won't pass that stuff 
The Jesding man paused Jong enough 
to sayr “O K, save the film and switch 
off the lighis” Ws a great life in 
Hollywood. 
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